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PROLOCUE 


The Dancers on the Ro 5 poor Poets fare, 
Moſt periſh young, the reſt in Danger are; 


But Gameſter like the 145 Fools miſc 
A lucky Hand or two ſo lempts 9 


They — leave off Play till they re undone. 
With modeſt Fears a Muſe does firſt begin, 
Like a young Wench newly entic d to Sin: 

But tic il d once with Praiſe, by her good Will, 
The wanton Fool wou'd never more lie 
'Tis an old Miſtreſs you Il meet her to-night, 
Charmtyou once have lookt on with Delight. 
But now of late fuch dirty Drabs have known you, 
A Muſe o th' better Sort's aſham'd to own you. 
—ůů pus 


ind of Wit, for moſt of your's is ſuch; 
aid that while to — we go, 
To you home Fine Dreſſes, Dance and — 
The Stage like -- ap will but * — 22 

oreign we fetc Scum, 
7 2 be þ ik fu 'd at home? 
— — „ 
But your own Follies may ſupply the Stage. 
Th often plow'd, m—_— no great - 
Should Barren grow by the too frequent T 
While at your Doors 4 to be 22 
Such Loads of Dung hil to —4 the Ground. 
'Tis 22 your Follies that we Players thriue, 

e Phyſicians by Diſeaſes live. 

= as each Tear [ome new Diſtemper regis, 
Whoſe friendly Poiſon helps F increaſe their Gains: 
So among you, there ſtarts up eve 
Some new unheard of Fool for us to lay. 
Then for your own Sakes be not too ſevere, 
Nor what you all admire at home, damn here, 
Since each is fond of his own ugly Face, 


Why ſhou'd you, when we bel it, break the Glaſs? 


This (one won d land ) ſhou'd make our Authors wary, 
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MAN of MODE: 


O R, 


Sir F opling Flutter. 


ACT I. 


8 C E NE, A Dreſſing Room, a Table co- 
vered with a Ioilet, Cloaths Laid ready. 


Enter Do RIM ANT in his Gown and Slippers, with 4 Noce 
in his Hand made up, repeating Verſes. 


DORIMANT. 


7 or for Ages had the Pride of Spain, 
wi = 71 Bat Ker Ne ef rhe Wed 
> | vain. [Then looking on the Note. 
0 * For Mrs. LOvVEIT. 
2 What a dull inſipid Thing is a Billet- 
doux written in cold Blood, after the 
12 (NE LEW Heat of the Buſineſs is over ? It is a Tax 
upon g 800d. N Nature, which 1 have here been labouring to 
A3 Pay» 


/ 
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Ea. — 14 * but with as much Regret, as ever 
began ge Royal Aid, or Church-Duties. Twill 
arte r to her have 


had of late, Ong phy eee Faith 


Women are i the Right, when they jealouſly examine our 
Letters, for in them we always — + 
Paſhon-—-- Hay ! Who waits? 

Enter HAN Dx. 


Handy. Sir 
Dor. Call a Footman. 
. None of 'em are come yet. 
Dor. Dogs: Will they ever lie inoring a- Bed till Noon? 
Hanh. Tis all one, Sir; if they're up, you indulge em 
ſo, they re ever poaching after Whores all the Morning. 
Dor. Take Notice hence- forward who's wanting in his 
Duty; the next Clap he gets he ſhall rot for an Example — | 
What Vermin are those chattering without ? 
Handy. Foggy Nan the Orange- -Woman, and ſwearing 
Tom the Shoemaker. 


Dor. Go, call in that over-grown Jade with the Flasket 
of Guts before her ; Fruit is refreſhing in a Morning. 


Exit Handy 


It is not that I love you leſs 
Than when before your Feet I lay. 
Enter Orange-Woman. 

How now Double-Tripe, what News do you bring? 
Or. Wem. News ! Here's the beſt Fruit has come to 
Town t' Year. Gad, I was up before four a Clock this 
Morning. and bought all the Choice i the Market. 
Dor. The naſty Refuse of your Shop 


Or. Nom. You need not make * at ĩt; lade you 
tis all cuil'd Ware. 


Dor. The Citizens buy better on a Holiday, in their Walk 
to Totnam. 
Or. Hom. Good arias 'tis al one; — — 
commend anything. Lord, wou d the Ladies had heard 
you talk of em as I have done. Here, bid your Man give 


me an Angel. Sets down = Fruit. 
Dor. Give the Bawd her Fruit again. 


Or. um. Well, on my * — — 
ike 


Ser i Fopling Flutter. 3 "" 


like of you —— God's my Life, I had almoſt forgot to tell 
you, there is a young Gentlewoman lately come to Town 
with her Mother, that is ſo taken with you 
Dor. Is ſhe handsom ? | 
Gad, 1 I tell 
you but {o; 


Here, eat 
this Peach, it c n tis better than any 
Newington y have taſted. . 

Dor. taking the Peach.] This fine Woman Til lay my 
Lite, is ſome avvkard ill- faſhion d Country Toad, who not 
having above four Dozen of black Hairs on her Head, has 
adorn d her Baldneſs with a large white Fruz, that ſhe may 
= "Gama 3 at an 


> hh. 4 quick) 
Gad, you'd Note if 
dad bar foe her, "oy _ So a 
Dor. How came ſhe to know me ? | | 
Or. Wom. She ſaw you Yeſterday at the Change: She 
= you came word with the Womanat thenext 
Dor. I do remember there was a Mask obſerv d me in- 
deed. Fool'd, did ſhe fay ? * * 
Or. Nom. Ay, I vow ſhe me twenty Thi 
B 


like — 


Or. Mom. Nay, 


Enter Mel xx. 
Med. Dorimant my Life, my Joy, my darling Sin; how 


doſt thou ? | 
Or. Wom. Lord, ng 


of kiſſing one another — 
Med. Why do you x this anne | 


come near you; and make your Neighbours think you ſo 
improvident to need a Bawd ? 4 
Or. Nom. Good, now we ſhall have it, you did but want 
him to help you; come, Pay me for m N TE 
Med. Make us thankful for it, Huſwife, Bawds are as 
much out of Faſhion as Gentlemen-Uſhers; none but old 
formalLadies uſe the one, and none but foppiſh old Strangers 
employ the other; — an inſignificant Brandy * 
4 | or 
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Dior. Nay, there you wrong her, three Quarts of Cana- 
57 is her Buſineſs. 
Or. Nom. What you please, Gentlemen. 
Dor. To him, give him as good as he brings. 

Or. Mom. Hang him, there's not ſuch another Heathen 
in the Town again, except it be the Shoemaker without. 
Med. | ſhall ſee you hold up your Hand at the Bar next 
Seſſions for Murther, Huſwite; that Shoemaker can take 
his Oath, you are in Fee with the Doctors to ſell green Fruit 

to the Gentry, that the Crudities may breed Diſeaſes. 
Or. Nom. Pray give me my Mony. ä 
Dor. Not a Penny; when you bring the Gentlewoman 
hither you ſpoke ot, you ſhall be paid. 
Or. Mom. The Gentlewoman! The Gentlewoman may 
be as honeſt as your Siſter for ought as 1 know. — 
me, Mr. Dorimant, and do not abuse me fo; I have an 
neſter Way of Living, you know it. | 
Med. Was there ever ſuch a reſty Baud? 
Dor. Some Jades Tricks ſhe has, but ſhe makes Amends 
when ſhe's in good Humour. Come, tell me the Lady's [ 
Name, and Haxdy ſhall pay you. i 
Or. Nom. I muſt not, ſhe forbid me. 
Dor. That's a ſure Sign ſhe wou'd have you. 
Med. Where does ſhe live? | 
Or. Nom. They lodge at my House. 
Med. Nay, then ſhe's in a hopeful Way. 

Or. Nom. Good Mr. Medley, ſay your Pleasure of me, 
but take heed how you affront my House. God's my Lite, 
in a hopetul Way! 

3 Prithee, Peace: What Kind of Woman's the Mo- 
ther? 0 | | 
Or. Nom. A goodly grave Gentlewoman. Lord, how 
ſhe ralks againſt the wild young Men o'the Town! As for 
Four Part, ſhe thinks you an arrant Devil; ſſ: ou d ſhe ſee 
you, on my Conſcience ſhe wou'd look if you had not a 
cloven Foot. - . Nw 
Dor. Does ſhe know me? 
Or. Nom. Only by Hear ſay; a thousand horrid Stories 
have been told her of you, and ſhe believes em all. 


Med. 


Sir Fopling Flutter. 5 
Med. By the Character, this muſt be the famous Lady 
Hooduil, and her Harriet. 

Or. Mom. The Devil's in him for gueſſing, I think. 

Dor. Do you know em? 

Med. Boch very well; the Mother's a great Admirer of 


the Forms and Civilities of the laſt Age. | 
Dor. An antiquated Beauty may be allow'd to be out of 


Humour at the Freedoms of the preſent. This is a good 
Account of the Mother; Pray what is the Daughter ? 

Med. Why, firſt ſhe's an Heireſs vaſtly rich. 

Dor. And handsom ? 

Med. What Alteration a Twelve-month may have bred 
in her I know not; but a Year ago ſhe was the beautifulleſt 
Creature lever faw ; a fine, eaſy, clean Shape, light brown 
Hair in Abundance ; her Features — | 

clear and lively, largewanton Eyes; above all, a Mouth 
that has made me kiſs it a thousand Times in Imagination ; 
Teeth white and even, and pretty pouring Lips, with a 
little Moiſture ever hanging on them, that look like the 
Province Rose freſh on the Buſh, ere the Morning Sun has 
quite drawn up the Dew. | 

Dor. Rapture, meer Rapture 

Or. Wom. Nay, Gad, he tells you true, ſhe's a delicate 
Creature. | 

Dor. Has ſhe Wit? 

Med. More than is uſual in her Sex, and as much Malice. 
Then ſhe's as wild as you'd wiſh her, and has a Demureneſs 
in her Looks, that makes it fo ſurprizing 

Dor. Fleſh and Blood cannot hear this, and not long to 
know her. 3 

Med. | wonder what makes her Mother bring her wp to 
Town; anold doating Keeper cannot be more jealous ot 
his Miſtreſs. N 

Or. Nom. She made me laugh yeſterday; there was a 
judge came to viſit em, and the old Man ſhe told me did to 
{tare upon her, and when he ſaluted her, ſmack d fo hearti- 

ys whowou'd think it of 'em ? 
Med, God-a-mercy, Judge. 


6 The Man of Made: Or, 
Dior. Do em Right, the Gentlemen of the long Robe 
— rrnrmmngin, > riy 


nance the 


Med. Come, on with your Trappings, tis later than 


N „ 


or. Or. Wom. Gcod Mr. —— 2 Gad, I had ra- 
ther gi . 
d what you Gentlemen fay, it matters not 


Or. Wom. Now do to be this 
Creature. Well, — 1 mY 
Ned. Farewel Bog Ex. Or. Woman. and Handy. 
Dorimant, when did „ 
Mrs. Loveit? 

Dor. Not theſe two Days. B 

Der. Therehashern grea Parching of kee; much ado | 

e ; ado | 
. : 

Med. I wonder how her mighty Spirit bearsit. 

Dor. Ill enough on all Conſcience; I never knew ſo 
violent a Creature. 

Med. She's the molt paſhoante in ker Love, and the moſt 
extra W 
What — 

Dor. . 
um guilty of. | 

* Med. Prithee read it. 

Dor. No, but if you'll take the Pains, you may. 


Meprxr reads. 
I never was a Lover of Buſs meſs, but now I have a juſt 
| Reaſon to hare it, ſince it has kept me thoſe two Day from 


mg you. I mtend to wait upon you in t 


the Pleaſure of your Converſation forget GT [8-1 


during this tedious Abſence. 


This buſineſs of your's Dorimant has been witha Vizard at 
the Play-houſe; I have had an Eye on you. If way 
cious 


Sir Fopling Flutter. ” 
licious Body ſhou'd betray you, this kind Note vou d hard- 
y make vor Peace whit for. i 9 
| Hed. Why, woot het Knowledge et it ob 
Med. Why, wou'd: geof it obli 12 
Dor. Moſt infinitely. Next to the — 02 
Underſtanding with a new Miſtreſs, I love a with 
an old one; but the Devil's in't, there has been fuch a calm 
in my Affairs of late, I have not had the Pleaſure of making 
1 Woman ſo much as break her Fan, to be ſullen, or for- 
{wear herſelf theſe three Days. | 
Med. A very grea: Misfortune; let me ſee, I love Miſ- 
chief well enough to forward this Bufineſs myſelf; I'll 
about it preſently, and though I know the Truth of what 
y ave done will ſet her a raving, Pllheighten it alittle with 
invention, leave her in a Fit o the Mother, and be here again 
gr nd mer wh mat Ratdnts 
Dor. Pray ſtay, you the ; 
% Tees bu? ogra bag one who will manage it 
with as much Addreſs and I think with alittle more Malice 
Med. Who i the Devil's Name can this be! 
" Why the Vizard, that very Vizard you ſaw me 
with. 
Ned. Does ſhe love Miſchief ſo well, as to betray herſelf 


to ſpight another ? 


Dar. Not ſo neither, Medley, I will make you compre- 
hend the Myſtery. This Mask for a fartherConfirmation 
of what | have been theſe two Days ſwearing to her, made 
me yeſterday at the Plav-houſe make her a Promiſe, before 
her Face, utterly to break off with Loveit; and becauſe 
ſhe tenders my Reputation, and wou'd not have me doa 
barbarous Thing, has contriv'd a Way to give mea hand- 
tome Occaſion. | Ee. | 

Med. V 

Dor. bag | rs about an Hour before me, this After- 
noon, to make Loveit a Viſit, (and having the Priviledge, 
by reaſon of a profeſs d Friendſhip between em) to talk of 
her Concerns 
' Med. Is ſhea Friend? 

Dor. Oh, an intimate Friend! 


The Man of Mode: Or, 


Med. Better and better, proceed. 
Dor. She means — — a Diſcourſe of me, 
and artificially raiſe her Jealouſy to ſuch a Height, that 
with * = Motions — 2 Ion ſhall 
me with all the Fury imagi „as ſoon as ever 
2 Quarrel being — happily begun, I am to play 
my part, conteis and juſtify all my Roguery, {wear her 
Impertinence and ill Humour makes her intolerable, tax 
her with the next Fop that comes into my Head, and in: 
huff march away, flight her and leave her to betakenby 
whoſoever thinks it worth his Time toliedown beforeher. 
Med. This Vizard is a Spar k, and has a Genius that make; 
her worthy of yourſelf, Dorimant, 
Enter HANDY, SHOEMAKER, and Foor MAN. 
Dor. You Rogue there, who ſneak like a Dog that has 
flung down a ith, if you do not mend your waiting, I“ 
uncaſe you, and turn you looſe to the Wheel of Fortune. 
Handy, ſeal this, and let him run with it preſently. t 
[ Exit Handy and Foot man. 
Med. Since y are reſolv d ona Quarrel, why do you ſend y 


her this kind Note? T 
Dor. To keep her at Home in order to the Buſineſs. 
How now you drunken Sot ? [ To the Shoemaker. 


Shoe. Zbud, you have no Reaſon to talk, I have not had | 
2 Bottle of Sack of your's in my Belly this Fortnight. 
Med. The Orange-Woman ſays, your Neighbours take 
notice what a Heathen you are, and deſign to inform the 

Biſhop, and have you burn'd for an Athieſt. | 

Shoe. Daran her, Dunghiil, if her Husband does not 
remove her, ſhe ſtinks fo, the Pariſh intend to indite him 
fora Nuſance. © | | 

Med. I adviſe you like a Friend, reform your Life you 
have brought the Envy of the World upon you by living 
above yourſelf: Whoring Swearing are Vices to gentile 
for a Shoemaker. rats 

Shoe. "Zbud, I think you Men of ty will grow 
as unreaſonable as the Women; you wou d ingroſs the Sin: 
o'the Nation; poor Folks can no ſooner be wicked, bu: 
th are raild at by their Betters. 
Dor. Sirrah, I'll have you ſtand i the Pillory for this Libel. 


Shoe, 


Sir Fopling Flutter. 


Shoe. * of you deſerve it, I'm ſure; there are ſo 
many of em, that our Journey-men now a-days inſtead of 


harmleſs Ballads, fing nothing but our damn'd Lampoons, 
Dor. 9 you : 


Shoe. Nay, Good Maſter, w n 
your OWn as well as Cefar ? 
Med. The Rascal's read, I perceive. 
Shoe. You know the old Proverb, Ale and Hiſtory. 
Dor. Draw on my Shoes, Sirrah. 
Shoe. Here's a Shoe. 
Dor. Stowith more Wrinkles hantherearin anangry 
Bullies Forehead. 
Shoe. Tbud, as ſmooth as your Miſtreſſes Skin does 
upon her; fo, ſtrike your Foot in home. *"Zbud, if Cer 
Monſieur of em all make more faſhionable Ware, I'll be 


content to have my Ears whip'd off with my own paring 


Med. And ferv'd up in a Ragouſt, inſtead of Coxcombs, 
— French Shoemakers for a Colltion 


Home, and govern your Family bet- 
— Wife follow you 2 ons, 
beat your Whore, and lead you home in Triumph. | 
Shoe. "Zbud, thor actra Mes Nb” — 
like a Gentleman, with his Wife, than I do. I never mind 
her Motions, ſhe never inquires into mine, we ſpeak one 
to another civilly, hate one another heartily, and because 
*tis vulgar to lie. and ſoak together, ne us our 
ſeveral Settle-bed. | 

Dor. Give him half a Crown. 

2 Not without he will promise to be bloody drunk. 
Shoe. Tope's the Word i the Eye of the World for my 
Maſter's Honour, Robin. 

Dor. Do not debauch my Servants, Sirrah. 

Shoe. 1 he knows an Ale-house 
from a Hovel. [ Exit Shoemaker. 

Dor. My Cloaths quickly. 

Med. Where ſhall we dine to-day ? 


Dor. 


- a d = 
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Dor. Where you will here comes a goodthird Man. 
Enter BELLAIR. 
Bell. Your Servant, Gentlemen. 
Med. Gentle Sir; ; how will you answer this Viſit to 
honourele Miktreſs tis not her Intereſt you ſhou'd 
y with Men of Sense, who will be . 
1 7 a wn fear her Pardon, do you bit grant me 
your's for my Negle of late. 
Med. Though y ave made us miserable by the Want of 
good 41 rr 
— may the beautiful Cause of our Misfortune, gi 
ne þ Joys happy Lovers have ſhar'd ever 2 
Bell. You wiſh we in Heaven, but youbelievemeon my | 
Tanks ſtrong aith, and that ; 
Med. You havea F may con- 
tribute much —— Salvation. I confeſs] am but 
of an untoward yy wm, to have Doubtsand Scru- 
ples, and in Love they are no! ay mm. than in Reli 
= Were I ſo near Marriage, ty curb — 
ridein my Coach, Cuckold, Macha, ith no lefs Fury 
than the mad Fenatick doesGlory in Berhlem. 
Bell. BecauseReligion makes ſome run mad, muſt Ilive 
an Atheiſt ? 

Fo $ vn oe Indiscrerion for a Man of Credit 
may have on his Word, to goand 
with 7 Jews ; ; "to for line um make Rem Trier | into 

Bonds, ve Judgments. 

" Bell. Preach a more on this Text, I am determin'd, 

1 4 Converſion. 

Der. Leaveyourunnec fidling ; a Wasp that's buz- 
about a Man's Nose at is not more trouble- 


ſome than thou art. whois about him. 
Hand. 9 — — juſt, Sir. 


Dor. Lloveto be welldrefe', Sir; and think it 0 Scan- 
e ire 


Will you use ——— or Orange-Flower-W 
Dor. I will ſmell as I do Offence to the La- 
to-day, no 


Hand, 


ir Fopling Flatter. 11 
Hand. . Sir. * 
Dor. That a s Excellency ſhould lie in neat] tying 
of a Ribbond, or a Cravat! Dow careful's Nature in fur” 
huts ws Coxcombs! 


err ours, Dorimant. 
Dor. I am 4 


Bell. No in Town hass — 

than you have. 
Der. You will make. me have an of my Genius. 
in these Matters 


Med. 2 
lately arrĩv d hot from Paris. 
Bell. Sir F Flutter you mean? 

Med. The 

Fell. He thinks himself the pattern of modern Gallan- 


iy. 
Der. He is indeed the Pattern of modern F 
Med. He was yeſterday at the Play, with a Pair Gloves 
up to his Elbows, and a Periwig more exactly curl than 
a Ladies Head newly 9313 
4 


mY * in Imitation of the People of 


Med. His Head ſtands, for the moſt part, on one ſide, 
and his Looks are morelanguihing than a Ladies, when 
ſhe lolls at Stretch in her Coach, or leans her Head careleſly 
againſt the Side of a Box! the Play-house. 
Dor. He isaPerzon indeed of great ac acquired Follies. 
Med. He is like many others, beholding to his Education 
for making him ſocminenta Coxcomb. Many a Fool had 
been loſt to the World, had their indulgent Parents wisely 
beltpw'd neither Learning nor good Breeding on em. 
Ao — oF 28 — — Word is, brisk 


the Character Can Show 
ell, have 2 Genius for Love-letters, an agreeable 
Chamber, be very amorous, ſomething dis- 


i Ie ne > 


f — 2 


2 — u—_ 
2 5 — - 


n 
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Dor. I am glad he pitcht Lovett. 
Dor. I wanted a Fop to lay to her Charge, and this is 2; 
pat as may be. | 
Bell. lam confident ſheloves no Man but you. 
Dor. The good Fortune were enough to make me vain, 
but that I am in my Nature modeſt. 
; 4 you Dorimant, _ your leave Mr. Afed. 
y, tis only a Secret concerning a fair Lady. 
* Your good Breeding, Sir, 8 you too much 
Trouble, you might have whisper d without all this Ce- 
remony. | 
Bell. How ſtand your Affairs with Bellinda of late? 


[ To Dorimant. 
Dor. She's a little jilting Baggage. | 


Bell. Nay, I believe her false enough, but ſhe's ne er the 
worse for your Purpose. She was with you yeſterday in 
Disguiseat the Flay. 

Dor. There we tell out, and resoly'd never to ſpeak to 
oneanother more. 


Enter — BxLLAIR. 3 

Handy. Sir, your Man without, deſires to ſpeak with you. 

Bell. Gentlemen, I'll return immediately. ¶ Exit Belair 

Med. A very pretty Fellow this. 

Dor. He's handsom, well bred, and by much the moſt 
tolerable of all the young Men that do not abound in Wit. 

Med. Ever well dreſs d, always complaisant, and feldom 
impertinent. You and he are grown very intimate ſee. 

Dor. It is our mutual Intereſt to be ſo; it makes the Wo- 
men think the better of his Underſtanding, and judge more 
favourably of my Reputation; it makes him upon 
{ſome for a Man of very good Sense, and I upon others for 
a very civil Person. 6 

Med. What was that Whisper? 

Dor. A Thing which he wou d fain have known, * 


> 43 


Coe — 


Sir Fopling Flutter. 13 
did not think it fit to tell him; it might have frighted him 
from his honourable Intentions of ere ing. 
Ned. Emilia, give her her due, has the beſt Reputation 
of any young Woman about the Town, who has Beau 
enough to provoke Detraction; her Carriage is unaffected, 
her discourse Modeſt, not at all censorious, nor pretending, 
like the Counterfteitsof the Age. 

Dor. She's adiscreet Maid; and I believe nothing can 
corrupt her but a Husband. 

Med. A Husband! 5 

Dor. Yes, a Husband; I have known many Women 
make aDifficulty of looting a Maiden-head,who have after- 


- wards made none of making a Cuckold. 


Med. This prudent Conſideration | am apt to think has 
made you confirm poor Bellair in the desperate Resolution 
he has taken. 5 

Dor. Indeed the little Hope I found there was of her, in 
the State ſhe was in, has made him, by my Advice, contri- 
bute ſomething towards the changing of her Condition. 

Enter BELLAIR. i i 
Dear Bellair, by Heavens ht we had loſt thee ; Men 
in Love are never to be reckon'd on when we wou'd form 


2 Company. 


Bell. Dorimant, | am undone, my Man has brought the 
molt ſurprizing News i'the World. 

Med. Some itrange Misfortune is befall'n your Love ? 

Bell. My Father came to Town laſt Night, and Lodges 
1the very House where Emilia lies. 

Med. Does he know it is with her you are in Love? 

Bell. He knows I love, but knows not whom, with- 
out ſome officious Sot has betray'd me. | 

Dor. Your Aunt Townley is your Confident, and favours 


che Buſineſs. 


Bell. I do not apprehend any ill Office from her. I have 


receiveda Letter, in which I am commanded by my Father 
to meet him at my Aunt'sthis Afternoon; he tells me far- 


ther, he has made a Match for me, and bids me resolve to 
be obedient to his Will, or expect to be diſinherited. 


Med. Now's your Time, Bellair, never had Lover ſuch 
Bell. 


an Opportunity of giving a generous Proof of his Paſſion. 


- I ee le 
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Bell. As how I pray? 
Med. Why hang an Eſtate, marry Emilia out of Hand, 


and provoke your Father todo what he threatens. Tis but 


despiting a Coach, humbling yourself toaPair of Goloſhoes, 
being out ot Countenance when you meer Friends, 
Pointed at and pitied wherever you go, the amorous 
Fops that know you, and your Fame will be immortal. 

— I cou d find in my Heart to resolve not to marry at 
Dor. Fy, fy, that would fpoil a good Jeſt, and disappoint 
an LA Town of — laughing at you. 

Bell. The Storm I have fo long expected, hangs o er my 
Head, and begins to power down upon me; Iam on the 
Rack, and can have no Reſttill I'm farisfied in what I fear; 
wheredo you dine ? 

Dor. At Long s, or Locket's, | 

Med. Art Long'sletitbe. 

Bell. LIl run and ſee Emilia, and inform myſelf how 
Matters ſtand; it my Misfortunes are not fo great as to 
make me unfit for Company, I'll be with you. Exit Bellair. 

Enter a Footman with a Letter. 

Foorm. . a Letter, Sir. {To Dorimant. 

Dor. The Super ſcription's right; For Mr. Dorimant. 

Med. Let's . Spelling of a true · 


bred Whore. 


Dor. I know the Hand, the Stile is admirable I aſſure you. 

Med. Prithee read it. 

Dor. reads. | | | 

I told a you you dud not love me, if you dud, yore wou'd 
have ſeen me again e're now; 1 — 
mallicolly. Pry me a Guyme to ſee the Operies. 

1 * Your K 
Molly. 

Med. Pray let the Whore have a favourable Anſwer, 2 
r 2 Box, — 2 

Dor. She ſhall, and perk up i the Face of Quality. Is the 
Coach at the Door? n 1 

Hand. You __ bid me ſend for it. ft 

Dor. Eternal Block head ! [Handy offers to go out. 
Ha Sot.— 1 


Mn T7 oe.” 
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Hand. — _ me, Sir? 
Dor. I hope you have nojuſt Exception to the Name, Sir? 
Hand. I have Senſe, Sir. | 
Dor. Not fo much as a Fly in Winter How did you 
come, Medley ? | 
AMed. In a Chair. 

Foot. You may have a Hackney-Coach if you pleaſe, 
=. 
Dor. I may ride the Elephant if I pleaſe, Sir; call another 
Chair, and let my Coach follow to Long's. 

Be calm, ye great Parents, &c. [ Ex. Singing. 


0 T 10 


9CENE I. 
Enter Lady TowxLEWY and EMIL14. 

# AS afraid, Emilia, all had been diſcover d. 
& Eil. tremble with the Apprehenſion ſtil]. 

Town. That my Brother ſhould take Lodgings i the very 
Houle where you lie 
Emil. Twas lucky, we had timely Notice to warn the 
to be ſecret. He ſeems tobea mighty good-humour d 

Town. He ever had a notable ſmerking Way with him. 

Emil. He calls me Rogue, tells me he can't abide me, 
and does ſo be- pat me 

Town. On my word you are much in his Favour then. 

Emil. He has been very inquiſitive, I am told, about my 
Family, my Reputation, and my Fortune. : 

Town. | am confident he does not i the leaft ſuſpect you 
are the Woman his Son's in Love with. OY 

Emil. What ſhou'd make him then inform himſelf fo 
Farvicularly of me? B 2 Ton. 
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Town. He was always of a very loving T 
It may be he hasa doating Fit upon him; — 


Emil. It cannot be. [ Enter young Bellair. 
Town. Here comes my Nephew. Wheredid you leave 
your Father ? 

Y. Bell. Writting a Note within. Emilia, this early 
Viſit looks as if ſome kind Jealouſy wou'd not let yourek 
— The 1 have of my Rival, gives 

ve me a 
little Cauſe to fear your * 

T. Bell. My Conſtancy! Ivo. 

Emil. Do not vow— Our Love is frailas is our Life, and 
full as little in our Power; and are you ſure you ſhall out- live 
this Day? 

— — ok flv = — 
an to Our ielves © 
of ſudden Death. 

Town. Pray whathas paſt berween you and your Father 
1the Garden ? 

7. Bell. He's firm in his Reſolution,tellsme I muſt 
Mrs. Harriet, or ſwears he'll marry himſelf, and diſinhe- 
rit me. When I faw 1 could net prevail with him to be 
more indulgent, I diſſembled an Obedience to his Will, 
which has compos'd his Paſſion, and will give us Time, 
and I hope ity todeceive him. 

Enter old Beliair, with a Note in his Hand. 

Town. Peace here he comes. 

Old Bell. Harry, take this, and let your Man carry it 
for me to Mr.Fourbes's Chamber, m 4 i'the Temple. 
Neighbour, a-dod | am glad to ſee thee here, [To Emilia. 
— much of her, Siſter, ſhe's one of the beſt of your 

cquaintance ; I like her Countenance and her Behaviour 
» ſhe has a Modeſty that is not common i' this Age, 
Led. ſhe has. 

Town. | know her Value, Brother, and eſteem her ac- 
cordingly. 

Old Beil. Adviſe her tower a little more Mirth in her 
Face, a- dod ſhe's to ſerious. 

Town. The Fault is very excusable in a young Woman. 
Old Bell. Nay, a- dod, 1 a Me- 


lancholy 
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lancholy Beauty has ker Charms: I love a pretty Sadneſs in 
a Face, which varies now and then, like changeable Co- 
lours, intoa Smile. 

Town. Methinks you ſpeak very feelingly Brother. 

Old Bell. I am but Five and Fitey, Siſter, you know an 
Age not altogether unſenſible ! Chear up Sweet-Heart ; 
[To Emilia. ] I havea Secret to tell thee, may chance to make 
thee merry; we three will make Collation together anon, 
I'the mean time mum; I can't abide you; go, I can't abide 
— Enter 1 by Come, you muſt 
long with me to m Mood vill's. I am to ſli 
* at a Miſtreſs, 9895 — 

Y. Bell. At a Wife, Sir, you wou'd ſay. 

Old Bell. You need not look fo grum, Sir, a Wite is no 
Curse when ſhe brings the Bleſſing of a good Eſtate with 


her; but an idle Town Flurt, with a painted Face, arotten 


Reputation, and a craſy Fortune, a-dod is the Devil and 
all; and ſuch a one I hear you are in League with 

V. Bell. I cannot help Detraction, Sir. 

Old Bell. Out, a pise o their Breeches, there are keeping 
Fools enough for ſuch flaunting Baggages; and they are 
cen too good for em. Remember Night, [To Emilia.] 
go, y are a Rogue, y are a Rogue; fare-you-well, Come, 
come, come along, Sir. Ex. old and T. Bellair. 

Town. On my Word, the old Man comes on apace; Ill 
lay my Life, he's ſmitten. | 

Emilia. This is nothing but the Pleaſantneſs of his Hu- 


mour. 

Town. I know him better than you; let it work, it may 
prove lucky. 
OE Enter a Page. 

Page. Madam, Mr. Medley has ſent to know whether a 
Viſit will not be troublesom this Afternoon? 

Town. Send him Word, his Viſits never are {o.[ Ex.Page. 

Emilia. He'sa very pleasant Man. 

Town, He's a very neceſſary Man among us Women; 
he's not ſcandalous i'the leaſt, per | ly — to 
bei Com together, always ready to ſtop 
— — — — he knows all the little News i the 
Town. | 

B 3 Emilia. 
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Emilia. I love to hear him talk o'the Intrigues; let em 
1 be l make em pleasant i the 
Town. But he im Things ſo much, one can take 
4 — ns — + my: 
aF or a Maggot is not m more mon 2 
nifying Glaſs, „ 8 
Emilia. Hold, here he comes. 


Enter MEDLEY. 
Town. Mr. Medley. 


Med. Your Servant, Madam. 

Town. You have made yourself a Stranger of late. 
Emilia. | believe you — of Omöre laſt tim: 

were here. 

Med. Indeed I had my Beily-full of that Tarmagant, 
Lady Dealey ; there never was fo unfatiable a Carder ; an 
old Gleeker never lov'd to fit to't like her. I have play d 
with her now at leaſt a dozen Times, till ſhe'as worn out 
— her fine Complexion, and her Tour wou d keep in Cur| 


2 Blame her not, poor Woman, ſhe loves nothing 
ſo well as a black Ace. 

Med. The Pleasure | have ſeen her in when ſhe has had 
Hope in drawing for a Matadore. 

Emilia. Tis as pretty Sport to her, as perſuading Mask. 
off is to you to make Diſcoveries. 

Town. Pray where's your Friend, Mr. Dorimant? 

Med. Solliciting his Affairs; he's a Man of great Im- 
ployment, has more Miſtreſſes now depending, thin the 
moſt eminent Lawyer in England has Cauſes. 

Emilia. Here has been Mrs. Loveit, fo uneaſy and out oi 
Humour these two Days. 

Town. How — Love and Jealouſy rage in that 

Woman! 
Med. She cou'd not have pick d out a Devil upon Earth 
ſo proper to torment her; he has made her break a dozen 
or two of Fans already, tear half a ſcore Points in Pieces, 
and deſtroy Hoods and Knots without Number. 

Town. we he rd ot a pleasant Serenade 9 other 
888 M d 

ſed. 


I 
} 
| 
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Med. ADanſhSerenade withKettle-Drums,andTrumpets. 
Emilia. Oh barbarous ! | 
Med. What. you are of the Number of the Ladies, whose 
Ears are grown ſo delicate ſince our Operas, you can be 
charm'd with nothing but Flute-doux, and French Hoboys. 
Emilia. Leave your Raillery, and tell us, is there any new 
Wit come forth, Songs or Novels? 
Med. A very pretty Piece ot Gallantry, by an eminent 


Author, call d Diverſions of BRUXELLs, very neceſſary 


to be read by all old Ladies who are deſirous to improve 
themſelves at Queſtions and Commands, Blindman's Buff, 
and the like faſhionable Recreations | 

Emilia. Oh ridiculous ! | 
3 — 1 wy Art of agg wo written by a 

te Beauty ey, teaching you how to draw u 
your Breaſts, ſtretch up your Neck, to thruſt — 
Breech, to play with your Head, to toſs up your Nose, 
to bite your Lips, to turn up your Eyes, to ſpeak in a ſilly 
ſoft Tone of a Voice, and uſe all the tooliſh French Words, 
that will infallibly make yourPerson and Conversation char- 
ming; with a ſhort Apology at the latter end, in the be- 
half of young Ladies, who notoriouſly waſh and paint, 
though they have naturally good Complexions. 

Emilia. What a deal of Stuff you tell us? 

Mad. Such as the Town affords, Madam. The Ruſſians 
hearing the great Reſpect we have for foreign Dancing, 
have lately (ent over ſome of their beſt Balladins, who are 
now practiſing a famous Ballat, which will be ſuddenly 
danc'd at the Bear-Garden. 

Town. Pray forbear your idle Stories, and give us an Ac- 
count of the State of Love, as it now ſtands. | 

| Truly there has been ſome — — we | 
Affairs, great c ing and c ing among t 1 
ſome »- , * —4 — and Mis- 
fortune, have luckily brought into Play. 

Town. What think you of walking into the next Room, 
and ſitting down, r Buſineſs ? 
Med. I wait upon you, and | hope (though Women are 
commonly unreaſon able) by the Plenty of Scandal 1 ſhal | 
diſcover, to give you very good content, Ladies. { Exexnr. 

| B 4 SCENE 
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SCENE IL. 
Enter Mrs. Loveit and Pert. 


Mrs. Lovett putting up a Letter, then pulling out her Pocket 
Love. Pert. ; 

Pert. Madam. | 

Love. I hate myſclf, I look fo ill to-day. 

Pert. Hate the wicked Cause on't, base Man, Mr. 
Dorimant, who makes you torment and vex yourſelf con- 
tinually. 

Love. He is to blame indeed. | 

Pert. To blame To be two Days without ſending, 
writing, or coming near you, contrary to his Oath and 
Covenant : Twas to much Purpose to make him {wear ; 
Til lay my Life there's not an Article but he has broken; 
tall to the Vizards i the Pit, waited upon the Ladies from 

the Boxes to their Coaches; gone behind the Scenes, and 
fawn'd upon those little infignificant Creatures, the Play- 
ers: 'T's impeſſible for a Man of his inconſtant Temper to 
forbear I'm ſure. OO 8 
Cove. I know he's a Devil; but he has jomething of the 
Angel yet undefac'd in him, which makes him ſo charming 
and agxeeable, that I muſt love him be he never ſo wicked. 

Pert. I little thought, Madam, to fee your Spirit tamed 
to this Degree, who baniſh'd poor Mr. Lacłwit, but for 
taking up another Lady's Fan in your Presence. 

Tove. My 2 of ſuch odious Fools, contributes 

to the making of me love Dori mant the better. 
Pert. Your knowing of Mr. Dorimant, in my Mind, 

ſhou'd rather make you hate all Mankind. ' ' 

Love. So it does, beſides himſelf. 

Pert. Pray, what Excuse does he make in his Letter? 

Love. He has had Buſineſs. 
Pert. Buiineſs in general Terms wou'd not have been a 
currant Excuse for another; a modiſh Man is always very 

buſy when he's in Pursuit of a new Miſtrefs. 
Tove. * brib d you to rail at him; he had 
Bufineſs, I will believe it, and will forgive him. 


Text. 
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Pert. You may forgive him ing; but ſhall never 
forgive him his turning me into Ridicule, as I hear he does. 
Tove. I perceive you are of the Number of those Fools 
his Wit has made his Enemies. | 

Pert. Iam of the Number of those he's pleas'd to rally, 
Madam; and if we may believe Mr. Vagſan and Mr. Ca- 
perwell, he ſometimes makes merry with yourſelf too, 
among his laughing Companions. | 

Love. Bloc Sareas malicious to witty Men, as ugly 
Women are to the handsom ; tis their Intereſt, and they 
make it their Buſineſs to defame em. 

Pert. I wiſh Mr. Dorimant wou d not make it his Buſi- 
neſs to defame you. | 

Love. Shou'd he, I had rather be made infamous by him, 
than owe my Reputation to the dull Discretion of those 


| Fopsyou talk of. Bellinda! [ Running to her, 


Enter BELLINDA. 
Bell, My Dear. 


Love. You havebeen unkind of late. 

Bell. Do not fay unkind, fay unhappy ! SY 

oo fon I cou'd chide you, where have you been these two 
| | — 

| Bel. Pity me rather, my Dear, where have been fo 

tired with two or three Country Gentlewomen, whose 

Conversation has been more untufferable than a Country 


| Fiddle. 


Love. Are they Relations? 

Bell. No, Welch Acquaintance | made when I was laſt 
Year at St. Winefred's. They have asked mea thousand 
Queſtions of the Modes and lntrigues of the Town, and I 
have told em almoſt as many Things for News, that hard- 
ly were ſo, when their Gowns were in Faſhion. 

Love. Provoking Creatures, how cou'd you endure'em ? 

Bell. aſide.) Now to carry on my Plot ; nothing bur 


Love cou'd make me ca of ſo much Falſhood; tis 


Time to begin, leſt Dorimant ſnou d come before her Jea- 
louſy has ſtung her. ¶ Langs, and then ſpeaks on.] 1 was 
yeſterday at a Play with em, where I was fain to ſnew em 
the Living, as the Man at Weſtminſter does the Dead. That 
is Mrs. ſuch a one, admired tor her Beauty, this is Mr. ſuch 

2 . l 
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a one, cry d up fora Wit; that is Mr. ſuch a ene, 

who keeps re verend Mrs. OY there fits fine 

Mrs. tuch a one, who was lately caſt off by my Lord ſuch 
a one. 

Love. Did you ſee Doyimant there? 

Bell. Id d, and imagin you were there with him, and 
havenomind toown it. 

Love. What f} ou d make you think ſo? 

Be.l. A Lady mask d in a pretty Diſhabillie, whom Dor:- 
mant entertain d, with more Reſpect than the Gallants do 
a comn.on Vizard. 

Love. Dorimant at the entertaining a Mask ! Oh 
Heavens! "SY [ Ade. 

Bell. Good! Lee. 

Love. D d he ſtay all the whule ? 

Bell. Till the Play was done, and then led her out; which 
confirms me it was you. | 

_ Lov. Traytor ! | 

Pert. Now you may believe he had Buſineſs, and you 
may forgive him too. 

Lov. ngrateful, perjur'd Man! 

Bell. You ſeem ſo much concern d, my Dear, I fear l 
— told you unawares what I had better have conceal d 


—_— — Shape had ſhe ? 
Bell. Tall and flender, her Motions were very gentile; 
— ſhe muſt be ſome Person of Condition. 
Lov. Shame and Confuſion be ever in her Face when ſhe 


your 
Man, Dear ; but they ſay he has a Way fo 
that 1 — Hearts =. 06 Sen d — 
Lov. I will tear him from mine, or die i the Attempt. 
Bell Be more moderate. 
Lov. Wou dT had D Darts or poison'd Arrows 


in my Breaſt, fol cou'd but remove the Thoughtsof him 


Bell. Fy, fy, your are too violent, my Dear; 
ee and tis likely ended 


A2t her Coach. 


tert. 


- an enen 
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Pert. Shou d it proceed farther, let Comfort b. 
the Conduct Mr. Dorimant affects, willguickl make yo 
know your Rival; ten to one let you ſee her ruin d, her 
Reputation expos'd to the Town, a Happineſs none will 
| envy her but yourself, Madam. 
Lov. Whoe er ſhe be, all the Harm I wiſh her, is, may 

| ſhe love him as well as I do, and may he give her as 
Cause to hate him. 
_ Never doubt the latter end of your Curse, Ma- 
m ; 
Lov. May all the Paſſions that are rais'd by neglected 
Love, ſealousy, Indignation, Spi — 
eternally rage in her Soul, as they do now in mine. 
[Walks up anddown with a diſtracted Air. 
| Enter a Page, 
Page. Madam, Mr. Dorimant _ 
Loveir. I will not ſee him. 
Page. I told him you were within, Madam. 
Toveit. Say you ly d, fay I'm bufy, ſhut the Door; fay 


an A 
Page. He's here, Madam. 
| Enter Donixax r. 

Dor. They taſte of Death who do at Heaven arrive, 
But we this Paradice approach alive. | 
What, dancing the galloping Nag without a Fiddle ? 
Mo [To Loveit. 

[Offers to catch her bythe Hand, ſhe flings 
away and walks on, he purſuing her. 
I, fear this Reſtleſsneis of the Body, Madam, 
from an Unquietneſs of the Mind. What unlucky Acci- 
_—_—_ — Humour? a Point ill waſhed, Knots 
ſpoil d in the making up, Hair ſhaded awry, or ſome other 
little Miſtake in ſetting you in Order? 

Pert. A Triflein my Opinion, Sir, more inconſiderable 
than any you mention. 

Dor. Oh Mrs. Perr, I never knew you ſullen enough to 
be filent; come, let me know the ? 

Pert. The Buſineſs, Sir, is the Buſineſs that has taken 
you up these two Days; how havel feen you laugh at Men 
— and now to become a Man of — 

1 f 
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Dor. We are not Maſters of our awn Affections; our 
Inclinations daily alter; now we love Pleasure, and anon 
we ſhall doat on Buſ 18. Human Frailty will have it ſo, 
and who can help it ? 

Love. Faithleſs, inhuman, barbarous Man 

Dor. Good, now the Alarm ſtrikes 

Love. Without Sense of Love, of Honour, or of Gra- 
titude, tell me, tor I will know, what Devil mask'd fl:e 
was, you wee with at the Play yeſterday ? 

Dor. Faith, Ireſolv d as much as you, but the Devil was 
obſtinate, and wou d not tell me. 

Love. False n this as in your Vows to me, you do 
know ! 

Dor. The Truth is, I did all I cou'd to know. 

Love. And dare you own it to my Face? Hell and Furies 

| 5 | Tears her Fan in Pieces. 

Dor. Spare your Fan, Madam, you are growing hot, 
and will w. nt t to coo you. 

Love. Horror and Diſtraction ſeize you, Sorrow and 
Remors-: gnaw your Soul, and puniſh all your Perjuries to 
—— 5 ¶Meeps. 

Dor. So Thunder breaks the Clouds in Twain, 

Ana makes a Paſſage for the Rain. [ Io Bellinda. 
Bellinda, you are the Devil that has rais d this Storm; you 
were at the Play yeſterday, and has been making Diſcove- 
ries to your Dear. | 
Bell. Yarethe moſt miſtaken Man i'the World. 

Dor. It muſt be fo, and here I vow Revenge; reſolve 
to purtue, and perſecute you more impertinently than ever 
any loving Fop did his Miſtreſs; hunt you i the Park, trace 
you i'the Mall, dog you in every Viſit you make, haunt 
you at the Plays, and i the Drawing-Room, hang my Nose 


in your Neck, and talk to you whether you will or no; 


and ever look upon you with ſuch dying Eyes, till your 
Friends grow — 4. of me, ſend — — of | Bong 
the World ſuſpect your Reputation. 

At my Lady ¶ In a lower Voice. | 17 4 when we go from 
henc 3 [Hel 


e. ooks kindly on Bellinda. 
Bell. Il meet you there. e 
Dor. Enough. 


v Love. 


J woes ” F(_ 
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Tove. Stand off, you ſha'not ſtare her ſo. 
(Puſhing Dor imant away, 

Dor. Good: There's one made jealous already. 

Love. Is this the Conſtancy you vow'd ? 

Dor. Conſtancy at my Years! Tis nota Virtue in Sea- 
ſon ; you might as well expect the Fruit the Autumn ripens 
i the Spring. 

Love. Monſtrous Principles! 

Dor. Youth has a long Journey to go, Madam, ſhou'd I 
have ſet up my Reſt at the firſt Inn | lodg'd at, I ſhou'd ne- 
ver have ari iv d at the Happineſs I now enjoy. 

Love. Diſſembler, damn'd Diſſembler ! | 

Dor. Iam fol confeſs, good Nature and good Manners 
corrupt me. Iam honeſt in my Inclinations, and wou'd 
not, wer't not to avoid Offence, make a Lady alittle in 
Years believe [ think her young, wiltully miſtake Art for 
Nature, and ſeem as fond of a Thing 1 am weary of, as 
when I doated on't in earneſt. 

Love. False Man. 

Dor. True Woman. 

Love. Now you begin to ſhew yourſelf! 

Dor. Love gilds us over, and makes us ſtew fine Things 
to one another for a time, but ſoon the Gold wears off, 
and then again the native Braſs appears. 


| Love. Think on your Oaths, your Vows and Proteſtatt- 


ons, perjur'd Man! 

Dor. I made em when I was in Love. 

Love. And therefore ought they not to bind? Oh impi- 
OUS 2 

Dor. What we ſwear at ſuch a time may be a certain 
Proof of a preſent Paſſion, but to ſay Truth, in Love 
there is no Security to be given for the future. | 

Love. Horrid and ingrateful! Be gone, and never ſee me 
more. 
Dor. Iam not one of those troubleſom Coxcombs,who, 
because they were once well receiv d, take the Priviledge 
to plague a Woman with their Love ever after; I ſhall obey 
you, Madam, though | do myſelf ſome Violence. 

Ke offers to go, and Loveit pulls him back. 

Love. Come back, you ſha'not go. Cou'd you have the 

il. Nature to offer it? Dor. 
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diſcas'd, the beſt Thing we can 
ETD „ 
ture of r 
Love. ak mine 
Dor. 0h! Fi cpa ay Ti What work: $ 
are there, — — ways when ! ou, 
your Quurlewich men ſigh Occuions, zu 
m y liſtning to the Impertinences of ev 
— tatks ro you ? mY 
Love. What faſhionable Fool can you lay to my Charge ? 
Dor. ng Fact the very Cock-Fool of all those Fools, Sir 
Love. I neverſaw him in my Lite, but once. | 
Dor. The worſe Woman you, at firſt Sight to put on al) 
your Charms, to entertain him with that in your 
Voice, and all that wanton Kindneſs in your Eyes. you 10 
notoriouſly affect, when you deſign aConqueſt. 
Love. — did never Malice yetiavent. Who 
told you this ? 
Dor. No matter. That ever I ſhou'd lovea Woman that 


3 = a tawdry French Riband, and 
a formal Cravat 


3 — 
Dor. A guilty Conſcience may do much. Go on, be 
the Game-Miſtreſs © o'the Town, and enter all our young 


F 4 -— - aw 
y * Base and ſcurrilous 
2 be for a We- 


Dor. A fine mortifying 
man of your Pride, Wit and 
Love. This Jealouſy's a — -_ a curſed Trick 
of your own deviſing I know you. 
Dior. Believe it and all the Ill of me you can: I wou d 
not have a Woman have the leaſt good Thought of me, 
that can think well of Fopling. Farewel, fall to, and 
much good may do you with your Coxcomb. 
Love. Stay, oh ſtay, and I will tell you all. 
Dor. I have been told too much already. 


Love. Call him again. 
Pert. Een — 


[ Exit Dorimant. 
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Love. Run I fay, call him 


in, I will have him call'd. 

Pere. The Devil ſhou'd carry him away firſt, were it my 
Concern. : | [Exit Pert. 
Bell. H'as frighted me from the very Thoughts of loving 


** 1 my Dear, do not d. cover what 
I told you; I dread his Tongue as much as ht to 
have done his Frienuſhip. * 


Enter PERr. 


Pert. He's gone, Madam. 

Love. Lightning biaſt him. 

Pert. When I told him you deſired him to come back, 
he ſmil'd, macea Mouth at me, flung into his Coach, and 


Love, What did he ſay? 

Pert. Drive away, and then repeated Verſes. | 

Love. Wou'd I had made a Contract to be a Witch when 
firſt I entertain'd this great Devil, Monſter, Barbarian. 


I could tear myſelf in Pieces. Revenge, nothing but Re- 


can eaſe me; Plague, War, Famin. Fire, all that 
can bring univerſal Ruin and Miſery on Mankind, with 
Joy I'd periſh to have you in my Power but this Moment. 
| | [ Exit Loveit. 
Pert. Follow, Madam, leave her not in this outragious 


Paſſion [Pert gathers up the Things. 


Bell. Was given me the Proof which I deſied ot his 
Love; but tis a Proof of his ill- Nature too. 1 wiſh I had 


not ſeen him uſe her ſo: | ſigh to think that Dorimant may 


be one Day as taithleſs, and unkind to me. [ Exenm. 


ACT 


ACT III. 
SCENE, Lady Woodvil's Lodging: 


Enter Hannizr, and Busy her Woman. 


Buß) Madam ! let me ſet that Curl in Order. 
1 Har. Let me alone, I will ſnake em all out ot 


Buſy. Will you never leave this Wildneſs ? 

Har. Torment me nor. 

=. Look! — 

Har. Let it drop. 

Baß. But one Pin, dear Madam. 

Har. How do I dail — thy officious Finger 

Buſy. Abthe Difference thatis between youand myLady 
Dapper? How uneaſy ſhe is if the leaſt Thing be amiis 
about her ? 

Har. She is indeed moſt exact! Nothing is ever wanting 
to make her Uglineſs — -- x 

ing People lay a 

4 | mg derin mg. prion; ttt never 
fin Publick od Tonguesand Eyes of all the Men 

n 
1346. She is indeed a little too pretending. 


Har. That Women ſhould ſet up for Beauty as much in 


Spite of Nature, as ſome Men havedone tor Wit! 
BI. 1 _ without Offence, one may endeavour to 
make one's erable. 

Har. Not, when tis impoſſible. Women then ought 
to be no more fond of dreſſing, than Fools ſt ould be tf 
talking. Hoods and Modeſty, Maſques and Silence, Things 
. ; they ſhould think of nothing 


Buh. 


P 2 
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. Jeſu! Madam, what will your Mother think is be- 
you? For Heav'n's fake goin again. 

= — TEL did 
is ever in 
your Life, to leave her anda Gentleman who is to be your 


Har. My Husband! Haft thou ſo little Wit to think 1 
ſpoke what I meant when 1 over-joy'd her in the Country, 
with a low Curſy, and what you pleaſe, Madam, I ſtall 
1 have ſo | 

ay, not, ve Fetches. | 
Har. D wes cnn to pt twp ns? 20- 


thing elſe l affurethee. 


B. Well, the Man, in my mind, is a fine Man! 
dhe > es Shy cabin ered. 
a Way very courtly, 
and much affected; he bows, and talks, and ſmiles to 
. as he thinks. 
Bad). ] never fav anything fo gentile! 


Har. Varniſh'd over with Breeding, many a Block- 
1 makes a tolerable 8 


Buſy. I wonder you do not like him. 
Har. I think I might be brought to wakes dim end 


or other. 
D. 1 will, the Song you love fo well ever fince you 
faw Mr. Dorimant. 


When firſt Amintas charm'd my Heart, 
| Mdy beedlefs Sheep began to J. 5 

Ihe Molves ſoon ſtole the greateſt Part, 
6—— -anatahA 
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6" r 


a Sheyberdef 
* 


Har. Shall I be paid down a covetous Parent for a 


T. Bell. Let me join Hands with you in that —— | 

Hay. Withall my Heart, I never thought I ſhould have x 
— willingty. Here I Harriet 

T. Bell. And 1 


Harry —— c 
T. Bell. — 2 


Har. That I with | P 
T. Zell. AndIwith you — | 
Both. Will never marry — : 
Har. A Match! 
T. Bell. And no Match! How do you like this Indife 
_ rencenow? - 
Har. Tou expect ſhould takeit ill I ſee! | 
r for 33 — 
angry, you a Conqueſt, though you wou 
flight Man were he in your Power. 6 
Har. There are ſome, it may be, have an Eye like Bart lo- 
mem, big enough for the whole Fair, but I am not of the 
Number, and ou may keep your Ginger-bread, 'rwill be 


,whole dear image it wears, Sir. 
Madam, you camea Day after 
Har. Youownthenyouarcin Lore 
T. Bell. I do. 


Har. The Confidence is generous, and in Return I could 
almoſt find in my Heart to let you know my Inclinations. 

T. Bell. Are you in Love? 

Hur. Yes, with this dear Town, to that Degree, I can 
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31 
endure the in Landskips and in Hangings, 
— What a dreadful Thing *twould be to be 


back to Hampshire ! 
Har. Ah name it not 
T. Bell. As for us, 1 find we ſhall agree wel enough 
e 
Har. Could we delay their quick Proceeding, 'twere 
well; a Reprieve isa good Step towards the getting of a 


I. Bell. If we give over the Game, we are undone; what 
think you of playing it on Booty? 

Har. What do you mean? | | | 

„ 1. . I vo 
make dilatory Excuſes, we may the better 
; Har. Let us dot, if ir be but for the dear Pleatureof 


T. Bell. Can you 
Har. R 


ty Remarks by being now and then where Lovers meet. 
Where did you leave their Gravities? 


- Hay. Peace! Here they come; I will -; == 


Wall, and look baſhfully down upon my Fan, while you, 


hke an amorous Spark, modiſhlycntertain me. 


L. Wood. my CS em; come, come, | 


it was not ſo when | was a young Woman. 


| O. Bell. A-dod, they're fomething 


T. Whod, | Quality was then conkder'd, — not ralydby 


O. Bell. Youth will have its Jeſt, a- dod it will. 
L. Wood. Tis good now to be civil to none 
— and Exchange Women; they are treated by em 
above their Condition, as others are below their s. 

9 Bell. Out, a piſe on em, talk no more, the R 


N no Matter 


L. Wood. See your Son, and my Daughter, they have 
0. 


improv d their — — 


0 4 
8 i 
” 1 
— 2 TO = 
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ä A-dod metkinks they have! Ler's keep back, 


5 i tho ſors Ly and Gunter — 
em m . ir T] 0 - * 1 

. Her. Your Heada lite moreon on decale you 
— 


adjuſt your Belt, then look about you. 
T. Bell. A little exerciſing will make me 
Har. Smile. and turn to me again kiſh ! 
T. Bell. Will you take your turn, and be inftruted? 


0, _.. 1 | 
T. At one Motion Fan, our Ey 
T. our Fan, | it, aud 
withe icks whhaBinr. — 
T. B your Hand to your Boſom, down 
your Gown; berg 2 
em fall again, gently with a Sigh or two, Cc. 
Har. By the good Inſtructions you give, | ſuſpect you 
for one ot thoſe malicious Obſervers, who watch . 


rn —— — 
to Miſchief are as vigilant as uy itſelt, ill give 
you an Account of every Glance. that paſſes at a Play, and 
#th Circle. 5 
Har. "Twill not be amiſs now to ſeem a little 

T. Bell. Clap yout Fan then in both your Hands, ſnatch 
it to your Mouth, ſmile, and with a lively Motion fli 
your Body a little forwards, 80 now ſpread it; 
rer and break 
out into a loud Laughter take up! look grave, and fall 
a fanning of elf admirably well acted. 
Har. I think I am apt at theſe Matters 
O. Bell. A-dod, I like this well. ˖ 
T. Wood. This promiſes ſomething. 4 


. 
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O. Bell. Come! there is Love i th Caſe, a-dod there i 
er will; what fy you young Lady? A 
Har. All in good time, Sir; expected we ſhould fall 
to, and love as — Nor be Rahe, as — 


— a-dod, y are le! 
O. Bell, A- dod, 'Sirah, Ilike thy Wit wel. 


at y Siſter F. 
| IDES 42 1 I overheard, 


SCENE IL 
Enter L. TownLey, EMiLta, and Mr. Mens Ev. 


L. Town. I pity the young Lovers, we laſt talk d of, 
though to ſay Truth, their Condudt has been ſo indiſcreet 
they deſerve to be unfortunate. 

Med. Y*ave had an exact Account, from the great Lady 
th Box, down to the little Orange-Wench. 

Emil. Y'are a living Libel, a breathing Lampoon ; 1 
wonder you are not torn in pieces. 

Med. What think you of apc Olleges He Intelli- 
gence, for theſe Matters? The Project my . — 
L. Town. You would have great Dealings Country 

| Med. More than Muddiman has with their Husbands. 

Enter BELLINDA. 

L. Town. Bellinda,vrhat hasbeen become of you! we have 
not ſeen you here of late with your Friend Mrs. Lover. 

Bell. Dear Creature, L left her but now, o fadlyaifited. 

E. Town. With her old Diſtemper, Jealouſy ? 

Med. Dorimant has plaid her ſome new Prank. 

Bell. Well, that Dorimant is certainly the worſt Man 


: Bel 


Emil. The Town does him a 
J vill never believe what it a 
again for his Sake. 

2 —— 

L. Town. He'sa very well-bred Man. 

Bell. But ill natur d. 5 


and Quiet. Well were I 
minded w pay he fool, — Eat Man Fackink 


has been the firſt in many Lady's Favours, 
h you are ſo ſevere, Madam. 
L. Tow. What he may be for a Lover | know not, but 
he's a very pleaſant Lam fure. 
Bell. Had you ſeen him uſe Mrs. Loveit as I have done, 
wou'd neverendure him more 


What, he has quarrel d with heragain ? 
A Open Gen, he's jealous of Sir 


1 her Life but yeſterday, 
and that was here ” 
he's the only Man in Town, 


Emil. On m 
that's her Av 1222 Humour ſhe was 
all che while he talk d to her ! 9 

Bell. And ſomebody has wickedly told him 

Emil. Here he comes. | 
| Enter Dont aux. 
Med. Dovimant ! you are luckily come to juſtify your- 
ſelt_—here'sa _ 

Bell. Has a deo to ſiy to you from a diſcoaſo- 


hte Perſon. 
too much I know, 


You tender your Reputation 
Maes, to whe yk eb go Company, 


Sir Fopling Flutter. - 35 
Bell. To ſerve Mrs. Loveit, I'll make abold Venture. 


Dor. Here' the 
* 5 Medley, very Spirit of Scandal. 


„ eee you are unwilling to hear, Mr. 


1 Town. Tell him, Bellinda, whether be 
Dell. Mrs. Loveit— — ang 


[ Loud. 
you do not know em. 
Bell. In a word, V ave made me hate you, which 1 
K NAI [ To Dor. apart. 

Der. In your Commands. 
Ec, "Twas a cruel Part you play'd! how cou'd you 

Dor. Nothing is cruel to a Man who could kill himſelf 
to pleaſe you ; remember Five a Clock to-morrow Morn- 
ing. 

Bell. I tremble when younameit. | 

Dor. —_—_— 

on I ſha'not. 


Bell. Lam gladP've fora, 1 I think Iſhould ha- 
faild you elſe. | 
-— a In what Temper did you leave 
Lovent ? 

Bell. Her prettily over, and ſhe began to be 
rayon OE Where 
have you been fince you went from thence ? 

Dor. I look d in at the Play. 

Bell. L have promis d and muſtreturn to her agen. 
Dor. Perſuade her to walk in the Mall this Evening. 
Bell. She hates the Place and will not come. 

Dor. 1 


Bell. For 
be here anon; L Il prepare him to 


Dor. Sir Fopling 
{cr upon her there before me. C4 Bell.” 
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Bell, Tos perſecute her too much, but II do all yo 


Dor. Tell her plainly, tis grown ſo dulla Buſineſs I can 
drudge on no longer [ Aloud. 
Emil. There as Aliftions in Love, Mr. Dorimane. 

Dor. You Women make em, who are 
unreaſonavle in that as you are at Play; 3 
— on your , a Man can never quietly give over 


' Med. If ou ould py withourbeng ob to Com- 
plaiſance, Dorimant, ou ſhould play in 
Doy. Ordinaries : 


now in private Houſes. offering to ſteal away. 
L. Tow, Bellinda, are you leaving us ſo ſoon? _ 
Bell. Lam to go tothe Park with Mrs. Lover, Madam — 
[Erie Bellinda. 

L. Town. This Confidence will go nigh to ſpoil this 
Creature. 


De. . 
Afternoon, my Lady Townley, you uſe to have an Ambaras 


of Chairs and Coachesat your Door, an Uproar of Foot- 
men iff your Hall, and& Noiſe of Fouls above here. 
L. Town. Indeed my 4 


ny good Thing, Madam, but 1 


| L. "Tis 1 ds have an universal Taſte; we 
ſhouldlove Wit, but for Variety, be able todivertourſelves 
| 2 of thoſe who want it. 

Med. F make you laugh. 
Emil. For ance or twice; but the 


of their 


5 eee 


* Town. 1» Emilia. 


of 


A 


"os oe t,,0 + e 
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| Enter a Page. 
Page. Sir Fopling Flutter, Madam, defires to know if 
you are to be ſeen. | 
L. Town, Here'sthe freſheſt Fool in Town, and one who 


and ſuub him. 
ſhew the better. 
Indulgence for Fools, 


Enter Sir For ni FLUTTER, with his Page after him. 
Sir Fop. Page, wait without. Madam, [To L. Town. 
I kiſs your Hands; | fe yeſterday was nothing of Chance, 


[To Ewelis.] Dorimant | 
+3 Lying Thave not met with any of my Ac- 
quaintance, who retain ſo much of Paris as thou doſt; 
the very Air thou hadſt when the Marquiſs miſtook thee 
th Twalleries, and cry'd Hey Chevalier, and then begg d thy 


Dor. I would fain wear in Faſhion as long as I can, Sir, 
tis a Thing to be valued in Men as Wyll as Bawbles. 

Sir Fop. arta Man of Wit,andunderſtand*ſttheTown; 
prithee let thee and | be intimate; there is no living without 
making ſome good Man the Confident of our Pleasures. 
Dor. Tis true; but there is no Man fo improper for ſuch 

a Buſineſs as Lam. 5 

Sir Fop. Prithee! why haſt thou ſo modeſt an Opinion 
* . . firſt I cou d keep a Secret i Life; 

Dor. cou'd never A in my | 
4. 4 Charm ſo infallibly makes me fall in 
love witha Wamanas my knowing a Friend loves her. I 
deal honeſtly with you. by N | 

Sir Fop. Thy Humour's very gallant, or let meperiſh; I 
knew a French Count ſo like ther. 5 

L. Town. Wizl perceive has more Power over pouthen 
Beauty, Sir Fopling, else you would not have let Lady 

Sir Fop. A thousand Pardons, Madam, [To Emilis. 
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ſome Civilities due of Course upon the meeting along ab- 


ſent Friend. The Eclat of ſomuch Beauty I confeſs ought I Tim 


to have charm d me ſooner. s 
Exel. 'The Brillian of ſo much good Sir, has 
much more Power than the little Beauty I can a 
Sir Fos. I never ſaw anything prettier than this high 
Work on your Point EH 
-  Emnl. Tisnot forichas Point de Venice ——— 
| —＋ 4 — altogether, but looks 1 
Proper e Season. Dorimant is not that Medley ? 
Sir Fop. Forgive me, Sir, in this Ambara's of Civilities, 
I could not come to have you in my Arms ſooner. You 
0 beſt of any Man in Town, I 


Ad. Our peeviſſi Poets will ſcarce allo it. 

Bir Fop. Damn em, they llallow no Man Wit, who does 
not play the Fool like themseives and ſhew it. Have you 
taken notice of the Galleſh I brought over? 

Mad. O yes! t has quite another Air, than th Engliſh 

Sir Þ . "Tis ascafily known from an Engliſh Tumbril, 
3 * Court Man is from one of us. 

Dor. 
\. Med. But there are few ſo delicate to observe it. 
F.. Fop. The World is generally very groſſier here in- 
L. Town. He's very fine. . 

il. Extream 


Exil. am proper. : 3 

Sir Fop. A light Suit I made to appear in at my firſt Ar- 
rival, not worthy your Confideration, Ladies. 

Dor. The Pantaloon is very well mounted. 
Sir Fop. The Taſſels are new and pretty. 

Med. I never ſaw a Coat better cut. g 

Sir ep. It makes me ſhew long · waſted, and I think 

Med. Your Breech though is a handful too high in my 
Eye, Sir Fopling. | | Sir Fop. 


Truly there is a Bell-air in Galeſhes as well as Men. 


Si 


oY x 


2 


8 7 


— — 


have a Gallantry 


James nd go pre ju ome larmatn, one which 
younny 


Ladies 
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Sir Bop. — wv 


Times, but a Pox on't, 


* Town. —— 


Sir — Madam. 
2 The Suit? 


Emil. The Garniture? 
Sir Fop. Le Gras —— 


+ Med. Shoes ? 


Sir Fop. Piccar. 
Dor. The Perriwig ? 

Sir Fop. Chedrenx. 

Towa. and Emil. TheGloves? | 
Sir Fop. Orangerii! N Doe 


— —ͤ—é Ji contre Re 


— 


. Youkarenam\her! 
Dey. Youcams r 
Dor. A Perſon of Quality, and one who has aReſt of 
to make the Conqueſt conſiderable; 
ides, I hear, ſhelikes you 


Sir Pop. Methoughts ihe feem'd though very referv'd, 


. 


Dor. Grimace and Affectation: Tou will fee her th 


d Pres, —— 


but Ill meet you at 


Al the — will be in the Park to-night : 
6 


b adorn it Hey Page! 
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Doors, mean 


E 
byt 


and goes out again. 
Seetharall my Poop be be ready. KK 
Med. A fine metrti'd Coxcomb. 


Dor. Brisk and infipid —— 
Med. Pert and dull. 
you deſpiſe him, . PI lay 


Emil. However 
my Lite he paſſes ———— 
Dor. That may very well be, Nature hath her cheats, 
ſtums a Brain, and puts tophiſticate Dullneſs often on the 
; 1 true Wit and good Humour. Med- 
Med. I muſtgoalittle way, I will meet you the Mal! 
Dor. LIl walk through the Garden thither, — wan 
— we we cogagtt chout » Bu 
L. Town. Not we are a Bu- 
fineſs, the Knowledge of which may make you laugh 
"Med. Your Servant, Ladies 
our 
Dor. A revoir, as Sir — ſays— 
[Ex. Med. and Dor. : 
ba- The od Mani here immediacy 
Emil. Let's expect him ?th' Garden 
L. Town. Go, you are a Rogue. ; 
Emil. I can t abide you. I Exeunt. | 


SCENE, IIL The Mall. 


* —— pulling him 

Y. Bell. —— 

Har. 3 but 
that's no Matter. ; : 

Y. Bell. "Twill look ſtrangely in me. 

Hur. She'll believe it a Freak of mine, and never blame 
your Manners. | 

T. Bell. What reverend Accquaintance i is that the has 
met ? 

Hur. 


J 
1 
tha 
7 
of 


£ 


the 
fer 


— 


r 


Sir ome Flutter; 
Hay. AFellow 


[Ever Dorimant and croſſes the Stage 
Enter T. BeLLain and Hanmer. 
J. Bell. By this Time your Mother is in a finetaking. 


Har. If your Friend Mr. Dorimant were but here now, 
that ſhe might find me talking with him. . 


Y. Bell. She does not know him, but dreads him, Thear 
of all Mankind. 


Har. She concludes if he does but ſpeak toa Woman 
ſhe's undone, is on her Knees every day to pray Heav'nde- 


fend me from dim. 
T. Beil. Tou do not him ſo much as the does. 
Har. I never ſaw anything in him that wasfri 
Y. Bell. On the | haveyou notoblerved ſome· 
thing extream delightful in his Wit and Perſon ? 


Har. He's agreeable and pleaſant I muſt own ; but he 
does ſo much affect being fo, he difpleaſes me. : 
T. Bell. Lord, Madam, all he does and fays, is ſo eaſy, 


and fo natural. 


Hay. Some Men's Verſes ſeems fo to the unskiltul, but 
Labour the one, and Aﬀectation i the other to the Judici- 
ous plainly appear. 

T. Bell. I never heard him accus'dof Affectation before. 

Enter DORIMANT and ſtares upon her. 

Hay. It on the cafy Town, who are favourably 
pleas d in him to callit Humour. Ex. T. Bel'air and Harriet. 
Doy. Tin ſhe! it muſt be ſhe, that lovely Hair, —— 
Shape, thoſe wanton Eyes, and all thoſe 
about her Mouth, which Medley ſpoke ot; Fl Slam he 
Lottery, — 


n 
They þ tran, ate pſi hath 


Enter T. BELLAIR and 2 and aſter them Doar- 
Y. Bell. — — "High-Parkto this Pace. 


Hay. It has the better I confeſs; but I abo—- 
minate the dull Diverſions there, the formal Bows the 
affected Smiles, the filly by-words, and amorous Tweers, 

ian 
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| 5 here one meets with alittle Converſation now 
| Theſe Converſativns have been fatal to ſome of 


She 
Dorimane. 
this the Women your Father would have you 


w ſoquick a Change of Weather. 
Har. I feel as great a Change within { Afue.} but he 
ſhall never know it. 
— 8 You were talking of Play, Madam, Pray what 
Stiat ? 
| . Diſcour@inpublick Walks, oa 
nan (mat 2 
are for Masks, and private Meetinge, where Women 
—— — hs. 
D. i hate been us d to deep Play, but I can make one 
2 when | like my Gameſter well. 
Har. And be io uncencern'd you'll ha' ne Pleaſure int. 
— V here there is a conſiderable Sum to be won, the 


3 makes every Trifle conſide- 


Hur. The Sord dneſs of Men's Natures, | know, makes 
em willing to flatrer and comply with the Rich, though 
3 pate. ada 


Dor. 


i 1 K + * 


van FrigngSvr9 
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rr 


ir Fopling Flutter: 


Dor. Tis in their Power to do us good, good, and we deſpair 
not but at ſome time or other they may be | 
Har. To Men who have far d in this Town like you, 
twould be a great Mortification to live on Hope: Could 

you keep a Lent for a Miſtreſs? 


Dor. In Expectation of a happy Eaſter, and 

time be very precious, think forty Days well loſt, to gain 

your Favour. 

4.— A od.» 
grow begin to be particular 

Der. Lare miſtaken, will not eniue, though l 

8 2 —— of che whole Mall. 


Dew: I do not; as I follow'd I obſerv'd how you 
were pleas d when the Fops cry'd ſhe's handſom, very hand- 
ſom, by God the is, 22 —— the 
thouſand _ 112 put your Face into; then to 
— agreeable, how wanton Jou play d 
— ack yur Lacks and look d ſmi- 


. [donor begging the Men's as you do the Ladies 
2 Looks, anda gentle 
— auto Bows, as you paſs by em as thus 
Sir [AGEs ls Is not this like you? 
Enter Woon wu and Bus r. 
T. Bell. Your Mother, Madam. 


Hay. I would fain ſee that Dorimane, Mother, you ſo 
cry out of for a Monſter, he's in the Mall I hear. | 

L. bod. Comeaway then ! e eee 
ſhould dread the Infection. 

Y. Bell. You may be miſinform d of the Gentleman. 

L. bad. Oh no 1 you do not know him. He is 
in the Town, delights in no- 
ching bar i Rapesand Riors. Dor. 


1 
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Dey. If you did but hear him ſpeak, Madam. 
Lee Oh! he has a T Tongue they fay would tempt 
the Angels toa ſecond Fall. 
EnterSir ForLiNG with his Equipage, ſix Footmen and a 


Page. 

Sir Fop. Hey, Champaine, Norman, Ls Ls Flere, 
Ls Tour, La Verdue. Dorimant— — 858 

L.. Here, here he is among this Rout, he names 
kim; come away, Harriet, come away. 

[Erie L. Wood. Har. Buſy and Y. Bell. 

Der. DDr + but 
ſhe has left a pleaſing | ot herſelt behind, 
ders in my Soul It muſt not ſettle there. 
Sir Fop. What Reſverie is this? ſpeak Man. 
Dor. Snatch d from „ 
Already I behold the 5 

| ww 5 — 

Med. Dorimant, a I met with Bellair. 

Dor. Youcantell me no News, Sir, 1 know all. 

Med. How do you like the Daughter? 

Dor. You never came fo near Truth in your Life, as 
youdid in her Deſtriprion. 

Med. Whatthink you of the Mother ? 

Doy. Whatever I thi or us, rakes very well of 


Dor. — raed 
Scene towards, when in came 


uſtering u _ and at the latter 
— and fr Red her tray. 
i= . — not for off, 1ov"em alight 


"Y Six Fopling, hark you, a Word or two, 3 
| lck youdo net want Aﬀforence. 
Sir Fop. I ncver do on theie Occafions. 
Dor. Walk — 1 4 
Advan what I have ou, 
2 Hey Follow me all 
* and his Erg. 


„ make 
next Turn 


f 
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e ſhall 

EE 

9 4 — was ſomething toward by that 


Dor. You know a worthy Principle of her's? 

Med. Not to be ſo much as civil to a Man whoſpeaks to 

gg — g eee 
Dor. I have encourag d to talk to her to- night. 
Med. Now you are here, ſhe will go nigh to beat him. 
Dor. In the Humour ſhe's in, her Love will make her 


do ſome very extravagant Thing, doubtleſs. 
Med. What was Bellinda's Zuſineſs with you at my La- 


I 
me to meet Loveit here in order to an Ec- 
lerciſment; I made ſome Difficulty of it, and have pre 
par d this Rancounter to make good my Jealouſy. 
Med. Here they come! 


Enter Lovert, PELLIxDA nl 


3 Pl meet her and rn ben nd betehinder 

1 in pa — * turn ſhort 

2 — _ 
— I 


That piece [Exit Dor. and Med. 
— — [tc 
— He's always over - mannerly when he has done a 


indeed at the ſame time he had a 

— 

Pert. The ky Look he thinks becomes him. 

Bell. I was afraid you would have ſpoke to him, my Dear. 

Lov. I would have dy'd firſt; he ſhall no more find me 

the loving Fool he has done. | 

Bell. Youlove him ſtill ! 

Lov. No. 

Pert. I wiſh you did not. 

Lov. . What made 

you hale me to this odious Place Belhnda ? 

Bell. 1 hate to be hulch'd up in a Coach; Walking is 

much better. 15 

D Lov. 


Bell. \ 
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Bell. Lord! would you not avoid him? 

Lov. I would make him all the Advances that may be. 

Bell. That would confirm Dorimant s Suspicion,myDear, 

Lov. He is not jealous, but | will make him fo, and be 
da Way helittlethinks on. 

. a{ide.] If ſhe ſhould make him jealous, that may 
make him fond of her again: I muſt diſſuade her from it. 
Lord! My Dear, this will certainly make him hate you. 

Lov. Twill make him uneasy tho he does not care for 
me; Iknow the Effects of Jealousy on Men of his proud 


2. Tisaf 

Tis a fantaſtick Remedy, its Operations aredange- 

"Lev. "Tithe ſtrongeſt Cordia vetodying Lov 
Lov. Tis di we cangi 1 Ove, 

it often brings it back when there's no Sign of Liferemain- 

ing: But I delign not ſo much the reviving his, as my Re- 


| Enter Sir FoPLING and his Equipage. 

Sir Fop. Hey! bid the Coachman fend home four of his 
Horses, and bring the Coach to Whitehall: I'll walk over 
the Park Madam, the Honour of kiſſing your fair 

Hands is a Happineſs, I miſs d this Afternoon at my Lady 
Townley's! | 

Lov. You were very obliging, Sir Fopling, the laſt time 

I law you there. 80 * | 


Sir Fop. The Preference was due to your Wit and Beauty. 


Madam, your Servant, there never was ſo ſweet an Evening. 
Bell. T has drawn all the Rabble of the Town hither. 
Sir Fop. Tis pity there's not an Order made, that none 

but the Beau Monde ſhould walk here. 
Lov. Twould add much tothe Beauty of the Place: Sec 

what a Sort of naſty Fellows are coming. 
Enter four ill-faſhion'd Fellows, ſenging. 
*Tisnot for Kiſſes alone, &c. | 

a Fo! Their Perriwigs are ſcented with Tobacco, 
Sir For It overcomes our Pulvilio Methinks I ſme!} 

the Coff they came from. 

_ 1 Man, Doriman;'s convenient, Madam Loveit. 


2 Man. 
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2 Man. Ilike the Oylie—— Buttock with her. 

3 Man. What ſpruce Prig is that? 

: Man. A Caravan, lately come from Paris. 


2 Man. Peace, — 
There's ſomething elſe to be done, &c. 


[All of them coughing. 
EE! CES [Exit ſinging. 
Enter Dontmant and MeDLEy. - 
Dor. They'reengag'd- — . 
Med. She entertains him as if ſhelik'd him. | 
Dor. Let us go forward. ſeem earneſt in Diſcourse, 
and ſhew ourſelves. Then you ſhall ſee how ſhe'll uſe him! 
Bell. Yonder's Dorimant, my Dear. | 
Love. I fee him, he comes inſulting ; but I will diſap- 
point him in his Expectation. [ Aſide. 

I0 Sir Fopling.] | like this pretty nice Humour of your's, 

2 Fopling : With what a loathing Eye he look d upon those 

Fellows! 

Bir Fop. I fat near one of em at a Play to-day, and was 
almoſt poiſon d with a Pair of Cordivant Gloves he wears — 
Love. Oh! Filthy Cordivant, how I hate the Smell! 

OO  [LaughsinaloudaffettedWay. 
Sir Fop. Did you observe, Madam, how their Cravats 
hung loose an Inch from their Neck, and what a frightful 

Air it gave em? | 
Love. Oh, Itook particular Notice of one that is always 

 fpruc'dup with a deal of dirty sky colour d Ribbon. 

Bell. That's one of the walking Flajolets, who haunt 
the Mall o Nights — 5 
Lowe. Oh ! I remember him ! H has a hollow Tooth, 
enough to ſpoil the Sweetneſs of an Evening. | 
Sir Fop. I have ſeen the talleſt walk the Streets, with a 
dainty Pair of Boxes, neatly buckFd on. 

Love. And a little Footboy at his Heels, Pocket-high, 
with a flat Cap a dirty Face. 

Sir Fop. And a ſnotty Nose 

Love. Oh odious! there's many of my en Sex 
with that Holborn Equipage trip to Grey's Inn-Walks ; and 
nov and then travel hither on a Sunday. 

Med. She takes no Notice of you. 
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Dor. Damn her! I am jealous of a Counter-Plot ! 
Love. by 4, 1 — — Oh 
that Page Page is the prettily ſt dreſ. They are 
" There damn d Engliſh Blockhead > 
Sir s one " among 
em, 1 
Love. Oh: that's he, that's he, what do you call him? 
Sir Fop. Hey— 1 knownorwhattocallhim— 
Love. What's your Name? 
Footm. Fohn Trott, Madam 
Sir Fop. O unſufferable ! Trott, Trott, Trott ! There's 
nothing ſo barbarous as the Names of our Engliſh Servants, 
What tryman are you, Sirrah ? 
Footm. Hampſhire, Sir. 


— Thes Hampſhire be your Name. Hey, Hamp- 


Love. O that Sound, that Sound becomes the Mouth of 
a Man of Quality : 

Med. Darimant, you look a little baſhful on the Matter! 
* 4 She diſſembles better than I thought ſhe could have 


Dor. 1 


She bites at the Coxcomb. 
Dor. She cannot fall from loving g me to that? 
Ned. You e | 
Dor. Of one I do 


Med. You did love her. 

Dor. The Fit has long been over 

Med. Burl have known Men fal into dangerousRelapſe 
when they have found a Woman inclining to another. 

Dor. He gueſſes the Secret of my Heart! Iam concern'd, 
but dare not ſhew it, leſt Bellinda ſhould miſtruſt all I have 
done to gain her. [To himſelf. 

Bell. a de.] T have wach'd his Look, and find no Alte- 
ration nere. Did he ſome Signs of Jealouſy 
would have appear d? 

Dor. I hoye tius happy Evening, Madam, hasreconcil'd 
——— we ſhall have you now hanker- 


ing nere again—— p 
Love, Sir Fopling, were mt — 


Sir Fop. 


My, Hy by ws 


a V9 


ha 1.7 


. uid A. 
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Sir Fop. I am all Obedience, Madam 
Love. Come along then and let's agree to be malici- 


dus on all the ill-faſhion'd Things we meet. 


Sir Fop. We'll makea Critick on the whole Mall, Madam. 

Love. Bellimda, you-ſhall engage | 

Bell. To the Reſerve of our Friends, my Dear. 

Love. No, no Exceptions 

Sir Fop. We'll ſacrifice all to our Diverſion —- 

Love. All all 

Sir Fop. All. 

Bell. All? then let it be. 

[ Ex. Sir Fopling, Loveit, Bellinda and Pert laughing. 

Med. Would you had brought ſome more of your 

Friends, Dorimant, to have been Witneſſes of Sir Fopling's 


Diſgrace, and your Trium 

Dor. Twere — —T— not to laugh at 
me; but pray do not expose me to the Town this Day or 
two. | 


Med. By that time you hope to have regain d yourCredit. 
Dor. thaw Ov lm Fopling, and only makes uſe of 
him in hope towork me onagain; had it notbeen for ſome 
powerful Conſiderations, which will be remov'd to-mor- 
row Morning, I had made her pluck of this Mask, and 
ſhew the Paſſion that lies panting under. 
Enter à Footman. | 
Med. 'Here comes a Man trom Bellair, with News of 
your laſt Adventure. 
Dor. Iam glad he ſent him. LIlong to know the Conſe- 


| quence of ourparting. 


Footm. Sir, my Maſter defires you to come to my Lady 
Townley's preſently, and bring Mr. Medley with you. My 
Lady Woodvil and her Daughter are there. 

Med. Then all's well, Dorimant 

Footm. They have ſent for the Fiddles, and mean to 


dance! He bid me tell you, Sir, the old Lady does not know 


you, and would have you own yourself to be Mr. Courtage. 
K ke dry egg 
Dor. That foppiſh Admirer of Quality, who flatters 
the very Meat at honourable Tables, and never offers Love 
toa Woman below a Lady Grand-mother. 
D 3 Med. 
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Med. You know the Character you are to act, [| ſee. 
- Dor. This is Harriet's Contrivance—— Wild, witty, 
lovesom, beautiful and young Come along, Medley. 
Med. This new Woman would well ſupply the Loſs of 
Lovei.. | | 

Dor. That Buſineſs muſt not end ſo, before to-morrow”; 
Sun is ſet, I will revenge and clear it. 5 


And you and Loveit to her Coſt ſhall find, 
I fathom all the Depths of Womankind. 
, [ Exenut, 


ACT iu. 


The SCENE opens with the Fiddles play- 
. ing a Country Dance, 


Enter Doki uAx r, L. WoopviL, Young BELLAIR, and Mrs. 

HaAnxRIET, Old BELLAIx, and Elli, Mr. MEDLEY aud 
L. TowNLEY; as having juſt ended the Dance. _ 

O. Bell. . ſo, a ſmart Bout, a very ſmart Bout, 

I a-dod: | 

L. Town. How do you like Emilia's Dancing, Brother? 
O. Bell. Not at all, not at all. | — 
L.Town You ſpeak not what you think, I am ſure. 
O. Bell. No matter for that, go, bid her dance no more, 

it don't become her, it don't become her, tell her I fay fo; 

a-dod I love her. 1 [ Aſide. 

Dor. to L. Moodvil.] All People mingle now a-days, 

Madam, and in publick Places Women of Quality havethe 

leaſt Reſpect ſhew'd em. 55 

L. Wood. I proteſt you ſay the Truth, Mr. Courtage. 
Dor. Forms and Ceremonies, 22 
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and neglected. | 

L. Mood. Well! This is not the Women's Age, let em 
think what they will; Lewydneſs is the Buſineſs now, Love 
was the Buſineſs in my Time. . 
Dor. The Women indeed are little beholding to the 
young Men of this Age; they're generally only dull Ad- 
mirers of themſelves, and make their Court to nothing 


1 theirPerriwigsandthe'r Cravats, and would be more 
« Puicern'd for the diſordering em, tho' on a good Occa- 


ſion, than ay Maid would be tor the tumbling of her 
Head or Handkerchief. 

L. Hood. I proteſt you hit em. 

Dor. They are very aſſiduous toſhew themſelves at Court 
well dreſs d to the Women of Quality, but their Buſineſs 
is with the ſtale Miſtreſſes of the Town, who are pre- 
par d to receive their lazy Addreſſes, by induſtrious old 
Lovers who have caſt em off, and made em ealy. 

Har. He fits my Mother's Humour ſo well, alittle more 
and ſhe ll dance a kiſſing Dance with him anon. 

Med. — _ 8 . 

Dor. T etend to eat Criticks in Beauty; | 
their Talk wands think 2 lik d no Face, and yet 2 
doat on an ill one, if it belong to a Landre ſs or a Taylor's 
Daughter: They cry a Woman's paſt her Prime at twenty, 


decay'd at four and twenty, old and untufferable at Thirty. 


L. Wood. Unſufferable at thirty! That they are in the 
Wrong, Mr. Courtage, at five and thirty, there are living 
Proo's enough to convince em. 


Dor. Ay Madam! There's Mrs. Setlooks, Mrs. Droplip, 


and my Lady Lowd! Shew me among all our opening Buds, 


a Face that promiſes ſo much Beauty as the Remains of 
their's. > 
L. Mood. The deprav'd Appetite of this vicious Age 


| taſtes nothing but green Fruit, and loaths it when tis 


Kindly ripen'd. | 
Dor. Elſe ſo many deſerving Women, Madam, would 
not be {o-untimely neglected. | 
L. Wood. I proteſt, Mr. Courtage, a dozen ſuch good 


Men as you, would be —_ to atone for that wicked 


4 Don mans. 
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Dorimant, and all the under Debauchees of the Town. 
What's the Matter there? 

| [Har. Emil. Young Bell. Med. Town. 

break out in a laughter. 

Med. & phe Mobs, Mn, that a Lady has made, 


L. Wood. One Dance mere ; I cannor refuſe 
Courtage. 


[ Tag 
[ After the dance, O. Bellair, Soles and 


dancing up to Emilia. 
Emil. You are very active, Sir. 10 

O. Bell. A-dod, Sivrah; when I was a young Fellow, 1 
could ha caper d up to my Woman's Gorget. 

Dor. Tou are to reſt yourſelf, Madam 

L. Town. Well into my Chamber and fit down. 


Med. Leave us, Mr. Courtage ; he's a Dancer, and the 
Ladies are not yet. 


L. bod. We'll ſend him out 


Har. If you do not quickly, 1 know whereto xd for 

* This GirP Courtag running 
L. bod. This G s Head, Mr. e, is ever 

on that wild Fellow. 


Dor. Tis well you have got her a good Husband, Madam, 


that will ſettle it. 
Ex. L. Town. Wood. and Dorimant. 
O. Bell. to Emilia. ] A-dod, Sweet- heart be advis d, and 
do not throw thyſelf away on a young idle Fellow. 
Emil. | have no ſuch Intention, Sir. 
O. Bell. Have a little Patience! Thou ſhalt have the Man 
I ſpake of. A-dod, he loves thee, and will make a good 
Husband, but no Words 
Emil. But Sir 
O. Bell. No Anſwer— out a piſe! Peace! and think on t. 
Enter Doxi u AN r. 
Dor. Your Company is deſired within, Sir. 


O. Bell. 1 I go, good Mr. Courtage Fare-you- 
well; go, Its 


ſee you no more, [To Emil. 
Emil. 
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Emilia. What have I done, Sir? 
Old Bell. You are ugly; you are ugly! Is ſhe not, Mr. 
Courtage? 
Emilia. Better Words, or I ſha'nt abide you. 
Old Bell. Out a piſe—— a-dod, what does ſhe fay ? hit 
her a Pat for me there. [Exir Old Klar 
Med. You have Charms for the whole Family. 
Dor. You'll ſpoil all with ſome unreaſonable eſt, Medley. 
Med. You ſee I confine my Tongue, and am content to 
be a bare Spectator, much contrary to my Nature. 
Emilia. Methinks, Mr. Dorimant, my Lady Woodvil i is 
a little fond of you. 
Dor. Would her Were. 
Med. Ir way be you may find her o, try her, you have 


Dor. And I will not lose it: Bellair, here's a Lady has 
* 
Y. Be 1 Mr. Medley, we have both 


Buſineis with you 

Dor. Get together then. [To Harriet. That 
— all agtr the but do not think in car- 
9 it becomes you. 


Bow I got it. : 
Dor. Where had yourll that Scorn and Coldneſs in your 
Look ? 
Har. From Nature, Sir, pardon my Want of Art; 1 
have not learnt those Softneſſes and Languiſhings which 
now in Faces are ſo much in Faſhion. 
Dor. You need em not, you have a Sweetneſs of your 
own, if you would but calm your Frowns and let it ſettle. 
Har. My Eyes are wild and ing like my Paſſions, 
and cannot yet be ty d to Rules of charming. 
Dor. Women ber 1 Lone non — ba : 
those Meſſengers of Love; now as 
if hes would kill, and anon * 
dying: They point and rebate their Glances, the better to 
invite us. 
Har. I like this Variety well enough, but hate the {et 
Face that always looks as it would fay, W A 
Oman, 


an 
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Woman, who at Plays makes the deux yeux to a whole 
Audience, and at home cannat forbear'em to her Monkey. 

Dor. Put on a gentle Smile, and let me ſee how well it 
will become you. 

Har. Iam ſorry my Face does not please you as it is, but 
I ſhil not be complaiſant and change it. | 

Dor. Though you are obſtinate, I know tis capable of 
Improvement, and ſhall do you Juſtice, Madam, if I chance 
to be at Court; when the Criticks of the Circle paſs their 
Judgments; for thither ou muſt come. 

Har. And expect to be taken in Pieces, have all my Fea- 
tures cxamin'd, every Motion cenſur d, and on the whole 
be condemn'd to be but pretty, or a Beauty of the loweſt 
Rate. What think you? 

Dor. The Women, nay, the very Lovers who belong to 
the Drawing-Room will malicioully allow you more than 
that; they always grant what is apparent, that they may 
the better be believ d, when they name conceal'd Faults 
they cannot eaſily be diſprov d in. | 

Har. Beauty runs as great a Riſque expos'd at Court, as 
Wit does on the Stage, where the Ugly and the Fooliſl,, 
all are free to censure. 

Dor. aſide.] Llove her, and dare not let her know it; I 
fear ſhe has an Aſcendant o er me, and may revenge the 
Wrongs I have done her Sex. Think of making a Party, 


Madam, Love will engage. | [ To her. 
Har. You make me ſtart ! I did not think to have heard 
of Love trom you. 


Dor. I never knew what'twas to have a ſettled Ague yet, 
but now and then have had irregular Fits. 

Har. Take heed, Sickneis after long Health is common- 
ly more violent and dangerous. | 

Dor. I have took the Infection from her, and feel the 
Diſease now ſpreading in me Aſide.] ls the Name 
of Love ſo frightful that you dare not ſtand it? ¶ To hir. 

Har. Till do little Execution out of your Mouth on 
me, I am ſure. | ! 

Dor. It has been fatal 55 YO 5 
Har. To ſome eaſy Women, but we are nat at all born 

to one Deſtiny. I was intorm d you ule to laugh at Love, 

and not make it. Dor. 
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Dor. The Time has been, but now muſt ſpeak —- 
Har. If it be on that idle Subject, I will put on my ſeri- 
ous Look, turn my Head careleſly from you, drop my Lip, 
let my Eye-lids fall, hang half o'er my Eyes thus 
while you buz a Speech of an Hour long in my Ear, and I 
anſwer never a Word: Why do you not begin? 

Dor. That the Company may take notice how paſſio- 
nately I make Advances ot Love, and how disdainfully 
you receive — we OLE 1 | 

Har. When your Love's: grown ſtrong enough to make 
you bear being laugh'd at, Vil give you — to trouble me 
with it. Till then pray forbear, Sir. | 

Enter Sir FoPLING and others in Masks. 

Dor. What's here, Maſquerades ? 

Har. I thought that Foppery had been left off, and Peo- 
ple might have been in private with a Fiddle. 

Dor. Tis endeavour d to be kept on foot ſtill, —— 
who find themselves the moſt acceptable, the leſs they are 
known. 

Y. Bell. This muſt be Sir Fopling. 

Med. That extraordinary Habit ſhews it. 

V. Bell. What are the Reſt? 

Med. A Company of French Rascals, whom he pick d 

up in Paris, and has brought over to be his dancing ＋ 
page on these Occaſions. Make him own himself; a 
Fool is very troublesom, when he preſumes he is Incognito. 

Sir Fop. Do you know me? Io Harriet. 

Har. Ten to one but | gueſs at you. 

Sir Fop. Are you Women as fond of a Vizard, as we 
Men are? 

Har. I am very fond of a Vizard that covers a Face I do 
not like, Sir. 5 

V. Bell. Here are no Masks you ſee, Sir, but those which 
came with you; this was intended a private Meeting, but 
because you luok like a Gentleman, if you will diſcover 
yourself, and we know you to be ſuch, you ſhall be wel- 
come. 

Sir Fop. Dear Bellair ! [ Pulling of his Mask. 

Med. Sir Fopling ! How came you hither ? | 

Sir Fop. Faith, as I was coming late from may 
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after the King's Couchee, one of my told me he 
| Had heard Fiddles at my Lady Townley's, and 
Dor. You need not fay any more, Sir. 
mag > ny let me kiſs thee. 
Dor. you, Sir Fopling "Whiſpers. 
Sir Fop. Er ugh, enough, Courtage. A 3 Kind 
of young Woran that, Medley, I observ'd her in the Mall 
more Eyelie than our Enghſh Women commonly are ; 
prithee what is ſhe ? 
2 The moſt noted Coquette in Town; beware of 


my Measures: In Paris the Mode is to flatter the Prude, 
laugh at the Faux , make ſerious Love to the Demi- 


_ y at the Coquette. Medley, what think 


Med. That for all this ſmattering of the Mathematicks, 
you may be out in your Judgment at Tennis. 

Sir Fop. What a CocaVaine is this? I talk of Women, 
and thou anſwer'ſt Tennis. | N 
Med. Miſtakes will be for Want of Apprehenſion. 

Sir Fop. Iam very glad of the Acquaintance I have with 
33 * 25 

Med. My uly is a Woman. 

Sir Fop. Ah! — —.— I would fay, wou d 
thou hadſt ſpent the laſt Winter in Paris with me. When 
thou wer't there La Corneùs and Sallyes were the only Habi- 
tudes we had; a Comedian would have been a bonne For- 
tune. No Stranger ever paſs'd his Time fo well as I did 
ſome Months before I came over, I was well receiv'd in a 
dozen Families, where all the Women of Quality us'd to 
come to viſit; I have Intrigues to tell thee, more pleasant 
than ever thou read'ſt ina Novel. 

Har. Write em, Sir, and oblige us Women; our Lan- 
guage wants ſuch little Stories. 


Sir Fop. Writing, Madam's a mechanick Part of Wit; 


a Gentleman ſhould never go beyond a Song or aBillet. 
Har. Buſſie was a Gentleman. 
Sir Fop. Who, 4 Ambois ? 
Med, Was there ever ſuch a brisk Blockhead 


Har. 


Sir Fop. Let her be what ſhe will, 1 know how to take 


* 
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Hay. Not I Ambois, Sir, but Rabutin; he who 

1 > D _ 
may be, Madam, many Gentlemen do 

. Damn your Authors, Comr:- 

age, Women are the prettieſt Things we can fool away 

our Timewith. 


Har. I hope you have at 
Mor ortho cor x. af wings 

Sir Fop. I cxmner camphin of my Fermne thee, Ma- 
dam Dorimant — 
Dor. Again! | | 
Sir Fop. Courtage, a Pox on't, I have ſomething to tell 
thee. When I had made my Court within, I came out and 
f upon the Mat under the State i th outward 
Room, i th' midſt of half a dozen Beauties who were 
withdrawn to jecr among themselves, as they called it. 
Dor. Did you know em? 

Sir Fop. Not one of em, by Heavens! not I, but they 
were all your Friends. 
— Ax you fure of that? 

Why, we Town ; fpar'd no 

Body — T RE me a Man — — 
Dor. — — woman 


Sir Fop. And, faith, I had Occafion to ſhew it, for I ne- 


ver ſaw more gaping Fools at a Ball or on a Birth-day. 
Dor. Youlearn'd who the Women were. 


Sir Fop. No matter; 129 Room. 


Dor. And entertain themselves pleasantly at the Expence 
of all the Fops who come there. 


Bir Fop. That's their Buſineſs. Faith, I ſifted em, and 
find they have a Sort of Wit among them Ah filthy. 
[ Penches a Tallow Candle. 
Dor. Look, he has been pinching the Tallow Candle. 
Sir Fop. How can you breath in a Room where there's 
Grease ! Dorimant thou art intimate with my Lady, 
advise her tor her own Sake, and the good Company that 
come hither, to burn Wax Lights 
Har. What are these Maſquerades who ftand fo obſequi- 
ouſly at a diſtance ? | 
Sir Foy. A Set of Balladins, 2 
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beſt m France and over, with a Flutes· deux or two, 
my Servants; they ſhall entertain you. 
Har. | had rather ſee you dance yourſelf, Sir Fopling. 
Sir Fop. And 1 had rather do it all the Company 
knows it but, Madam 
Med. Come, come, no Excuſes, Sir Fopling. 
Sir Fop. By Heav'ns, Me 
Med. Likea Woman I find you muſt be ſtruggled with 
before one brings you to what you defire. 

Har. Can he dance? [Aſde, 
Emilia. And fence and ſing too, if you'll believe him. 
Dor. He has no more Excellence in his Heels than in hi; 

Head. He went to Paris a plain baſnful Engliſh Blockhcad, 

1 French Fop. 

- Med. I cannot prevail 
Sir Fop. Do not think it want of Complaiſance, Madam. 
Har. You are too well-bred to want that, Sir Fopling. 


l believe it Want of Power. 


* By Heav'ns, and ſoit is. I have ſat up ſo damn d 
e, and drunk — hos foor | ene — 
Town, that I am fit for nothing but low Dancing now, a 
Corant, a Bore or a Minnuet: But St. Andre tells me, it I 
will but be regular, in one Month I ſhail riſe again. Pox on 
this Debauchery. [ Endeavours at a Caper. 
Emilia. | have heard your Dancing much commended. 
Sir Fop. It had the good Fortune to please in Paris. I was 
judg d to riſe within an Inch as high as the Baſque, in an 
Entry I danc'd there. 
Har. I am mi eee 
Here's a Seat, Sir Fop 
Sir Fop. — awhes; i can be no where fo 
much at Ease ; by your leave, Gown. 
Har. and Emilia.) Ah! You'll ſpoil it. 
| Sir Fop. No matter; my Cloaths are my Creatures: I 
make em to make my Court to you, Ladies. Hey 
Q on commence ; to an Engliſh Dancer Engli/h Motions. 
Dance.] I was forc'd to entertain this Fellow, one of 
my Set miſcarrying Oh horrid ! Leave your damn d 
Manner of dancing, and put on the French Air: Have you 
not a Pattern before you—— Pretty well; Imitation in 


Time may — After 
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After the Dance, enter Old BxxLAIR, L. Woopvi and 


L. TowN LEV. 


Old Bell. Hey, a-dod! What have we here, a Mumming? 


L. ood. Where's my Daughter Harriet? 
Dor. Here, here, Madam. I know not but under these 
Diſguiles there may be dangerous Sparks, I gavethe young 


Lady warning. 

L. Mood. Lord! I am ſo oblig d to you, Mr. Courtage. 

Har. Lord! How you admire this Man! | 

L. Mood. What have you to except againſt him? 

Har. He's a Fop. 

L. Wood. He's not a Dorimant, a wild extravagant Fellow 
of the Times. 

Har. He's a Man made up of Forms and common Pla- 
ces, ſuckt out of the remaining Lees ot the laſt Age. 


L. Wood. He's fo good a Man, that were you not en- 


3 
L. vn. Vou Il have but little Night to fleep in. 
L. 1 Lord! Tis perfect Day 

Dor. aſide.] The Hour is almoſt come, I a 

Bellinda, and | am not ſo foppiſhly in Love here to = 

am Fleſh and Blood yet. 

L. Town. I am very ſenſible, Madam. 
L. Mood. Lord, Madam 

Har. Look, in What a Struggle is my poor Mother 

onder. 

F V. Bell. She has much ado tobring out the Compliment. 
155 
Har. See, Her totteri es 

and her under-Lip trembling _ i 


Dor. un now, ſhe's in the very. Convulſions of her 


Civility. [Aſide.] 'Sdeath, I ſhall lose Bellinda : I muſt 
tright her hence, ſhe'll be an Hour in this Fit of good Man- 
ners else. [To L. Wood.] Do you not know Sir Fopling, 
Madam ? 

L. ood. J have ſeen that Face Oh Heay'n, tis the 
ſame we met in the Mall, how came he there? 

Dor. A Fiddle in this Town is a Kind of Fop- call; no 
ooner it ſtrikes up, but the House is beſieg d with an Army 


of uerades ſtrai ht. 
_ Y L. Mood. 


| 
| 
' 
| 
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L. Mad. Lord! I tremble, Mr. Courtage; for certain 
4 A 
3 * 1 bor 4 4 — 
Iwill wait u ou z Daughter is in the Hands 
e 
L. Wood. Ill ſee her before me. Harriet, come away. 
F. Bell. Lights! Lights! 
L. Town. Light down there. 
Old Bell. A- dod, it needs not 
Dor. Call my Lady Woodvil's Coach to the Door, quickly 
Old Bell. Stay, Mr. Medley, let the young Fellows do 
that Duty; we will drink a Glaſs of Wine together. Tis 
good after dancing. What mumming Spark is that ? 
_ — wp Wands. 
op. Hey! La Tour. 
— hither away, Sir „ ? 
Sir Fop. | have Bus neſs wi 
ated. hel but pur the Ladies into their Coach, and 
come up 


Old Be In the mean Time I'll call for a Bottle. 


4 
Enter T. BELLAIR. 
Med. Where's Dorimant ? | 
Y. Bell. Stoln Home ! He has had Buſineſs waiting fo 
him there all this Night, I believe, by an Impatience ob- 
1 * likely, tis but diſſembling Drunkenneſs, 
Med. V y. 
ring at is Friends, nd us F., embrace the 


— 51 Im — — — 1 
— — d on that 
Mn, Peace, here's your Father. 
Enter old BeLL air, and Butler with a Bottle of Wine. 
Old Bell. The Women are all gone to Bed. Fill Boy! 
Mr. Medley, t-gina Health. 
Med. 0 Emilia. [hi 


Old Bell. Out a piſe! She's a Rogue, and LI not p 


Ned. I know you well. 
Old Bell. A-dod, drink it then, 


Sir Fop. 
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Sir Fop. Let us have the new Bachique. 

Fa * Bell. A- dod, that's a hard Word; what does it mean, 
zir | | 
Med. ACatch, ordrinking Song. 
— . 5 5 4 

ir Fo , I G round, and dra ; I 7 
Hey! Makick! wn — 


The Pleaſures of Love and the Foys of good Wine, 
To perfect our Happineſs wiſely we join. | 
Ie to Beauty all Day 
, Give the ſoveraign Sway, 
. And her favourite Nymphs devoutly obey. 

—_ _ are conſtantly ma ling our Court, 

| when they are ended we follow the Sport; 

To the Mall _ the Park, f 

Where we love till tis dark ; 

Then ſparkling Champaign 
j Puts an end to their Reign; 

It quickly recovers | 

Poor languiſhiug Lovers, 

Makes us frolick and gay, and drowns all our Sorrow, 

But, alaſs ! We relapſe again on the Morrow. 

Let every Man ſtand 

; With his Glaſs m his Hand, 1 
A brisih diſcharge at the Hord of Command. 
Here's a Health to all thoſe | 
ls; Whom to-night we depoſe. | 
& \ ine and Beauty by Turns great Souls ſhall inſpire. * 
Treſent all together ; and now Boys give Fire 


Old Bell. A-dod, a pretty Bus'neſs, and very merry. 
Sir Fop. Hark you, Medley, let you and I take the Fid- 
dies, and go waken Dorimant. | | 
uud. We ſhall do him a Courteſy, if it be as I gueſs. For 
after the Fatigue of this Night, he'll quickly have his Belly 
full; and be glad of an Occaſion to cry, take away Handy. 
: V. Bell. Vi] go with you, and there we'll confalt about 
Affairs, Medley. ; 
Old Bell. look; on his Watch.] A- dod, tis fix a Clock. 
E. Sir Fop. 
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Sir Fop. Let's away then. | 
Old Ball. Mr. Medly, 22 me you are an ho- 
neſt Man. And, a-dod, I love you. Few Words and 
hearty, that's the Way with old Harry, old Harry. 
Sir Fop. Light your Flambeaux. _ 
Old Bell. What does the Man mean? 
Med. Tis Day, Sir Fopling. 
Sir Fop, No matter; our Serenade will look the greater. 
BY Exit omnes. 


SCENE I 


Dorimant's Lodeings, a Table, a Candle, 2 
Joiler, &c. Handy tying up Linen. 


Enter DoRIMANT in his Gown, and BELLINDA, 


Dor. Why will you be gone ſo ſoon ? 
Bell. Why did you ſtay out io late? 
Dor. Cali a Chair, Handy; What makes you tremble ſo ? 
Bell. | have a thousand Fears a. out me: Have I not been 
ſeen. th nk you? 
Dor By no Body but myſelf and truſty Handy. 
Bell. Where are ali your People? 
Dor. | have diſpers dem on fleeveleſs Errands. What 
does that Sigh mean? | 
Bell. Can you be fo unkind to ask me? — Well 
Were it to do again | [ Sighs, 
Der. We ſhould do it, ſhould we not? 
Bell. I think we ſhould : The wickeder Man you to 
make mc love ſo well will you be diſcreet now? 
Dor. Iwill 
Bell. You cannot. 
Dor. Never doubt it. 
Bell. I will not expect it. 
Dor. You do me Wrong. 
Bell. You haveno more Power to keep the Secret, than 
I had not to truſt you with it. 
Dor. By all the Joys L have had, and those you keep in 
SOre— 4 
| Eell. 


„ 
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Bell. 8 for 1 Sake what you never did before 
Dor. By that Truth thou haſt ſpoken, a Wife ſhall {vor 
betray bertel to her Md. — 

Bell. Yet I had rather you ſhould be falſe in this than in 
another Thing you promis d me. 

Dor. Whar's that? 

Bell. That you would never ſee Loveit more but in pub- 
lick Places, in the Par k, at Court and Plays. 

Dor, Tis not likely Man ſhould be fond of ſeeing a 
damn'd old Play when thereis a new one acted. 

Bell. Id ire not truſt your Promiſe. 

Dor. You may 

Bell. This docs not ſatisfy me; you ſhall ſwear you ne- 

ver will ice her more. e 
Dor. will! a thouſand Oaths.— by all 
Bell. Hold you ſhall not, now I think on't better. 
Dor. Iwill ſwear 
Bell. I ſhall grow jealous of the Oath, and think I owe 

our Truth to that, not to your Love. 

Dor. Then, by my Love, no other Oath I'll fwear. 

Enter Hax Dx. 

Hand. Here's a Chair. 

Bell. Let me go. 

Der. I cannot. 

Bell. Too willingly I fear. | 

Dor. Too unkindly fear d. When will you promiſe me 
gain? | 

ell Not this Fortnight. 

Dor. You will be better than your Word. 

Bell. I think I ſhall. Will it not make you love me leſs? 

Starting] Hark! what Fiedles are theſe | Fiddles without, 

Dor. Look out, Handy. [ Ex. Handy, and returns, 
Hand. Mr. Mediey, Mr. Bellair, and Sir Fopling ; they 
are coming up. 
Dor. How got they in? : 
Hand. The Door wlts open for the Chair. | 
Bell. Lord! let ne fly — : 
Dor. Here, here, down the back Stairs. I'll ſce you into 
your Chair. | ö | 3 
Bell. No, no, ſtay and receive em, and be ſure you keep | 
WB Jou 
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your Word, and never ſee Loveit more. Let it be a Proof 
of 3 KS 

Dor. It ſhall Handy, dire& her. Everlaſting Love 
go along with thee. [ Kiſſing her hand. 

[ Ex. Bellinda and Handy. 
Enter Young BELLAiR, MEDLEY, and Sir Fopfix d. 

Y. Bell. Not a-Bed yet! 

Med. You have had an irregular Fit, Dorimant. 

Dor. I have. 5 

JV. Bell. And is it off already? 

Dor. Nature has done her Part, Gentlemen; when ſhe 
falls kindly to work, great Cures are effected in little time, 
you know. | 

Sir Fop. — — — in the Caſe, by 
the Chair that waited. Prithee make us a Confidence. 

Dor. Excuſe me. N 

Sir Fop. Lo Sagꝭ, Dorimant—— was ſhe pretty? 

Dor. So pretty ſhe may come to keep her Coach and pay 
Pariſh Duties if the | 

Med. And be of the Number of the Ladies kept by 
publick-ſpirited Mer: for the good of the whole Town. 

Sir Fop. Well aid, Medley. 


[Sir Fopling dancing by himſelf. 
Y. Bell. See Sir Fopling dancing. 9 
Dor. You are practiſing and havea mind to recover I ſee 


Sir Fop. Prithee Dorimant! why haſt not thou a Glaſs 


hung up lere? a Room is the dulleſt Thing without one. 


Y. Bell. Here is Company to entertain you. 

Sir Fop. But I mean in caſe of being alone. Ina Glaſs a 
Man may entertain himſelf _— 

Dor. The Shadow of himſelf indeed. 


Sir Fop. Correct the Errors of his Motions and his Dreſs. 


Med. | find, Sir Fopling, in your Solitude, you remem- 
ber the Saying of the wite Man, and ſtudy yourſelf. 

Sir Fop. Tis the beſt Diverſion in our Retirements. Do- 
rimant, thou art a pretty Fellow, and wear'ſt thy Cloaths 
well, but I never ſaw thee have a handſom Cravat. Were 
they made up like mine, they'd give another Air to thy 
Face. Prithee let me ſend my Man to dreſs thee but one 
Day. By Heav'ns an Engl Man cannot tye a Ribbon. 


-Humour of the continue. 
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Dor. They are ſomething clumſy fiſted 

Sir Fop. I have brought over the prettieſt Feilow that ever 
ſpread a Toilet; he ſerv'd ſome time under Merille, the 
_ _ - the 2 for a Valet de Chambre. 

. „he who formerly belong d | 
I y d to the Duke of 
Sir Fop. The fame, and got him his immortal Reputa- 
tion. | 
Dor. Y' havea very fine Brandenburgh on, Sir Fopling. 
| 1. 1 Fop. It ſerves to wrap me up, 282 the Fg of 
8 

Med. I ſee you often in it, with your Perriwig ty d up. 

Sir Fop. We ſhould not always be in a ſet Dreſs, tis more 
en Cavalier to appear now and then in a dishabillee. 

Med. Pray how goes your Buſineſs with Loveit ? 

Sir Fop. You might have anſwer' d yourſelf inthe Mall, 
laſt Night. Dorimant! did you not ſee the Advances ſhe 
made me? I have been endeavouring at a Song. 

Dor. Already ! 

Sir Fop. Tis my Coup'd Eſſay in Engliſh, I would fain 
have thy Opinion of it. * 

Dor. Let's ſee it. 

Sir Fop. Hey Page, give me my Song Bellair, here, 
thou haſt a pretty Voice, ſing it. 

v. Bell. Sing it yourſelf, Sir Fopling. R 

Sir Fop. Excuſe me. | 
V. Bell. Vou learnt to ſing in Paris. 

Sir Fop. I did of Lambert, the greateſt Maſter in the 
World: But I have his own Fault, a weak Voice, and care 
not to ſing out of a Ruel. 

Dor. A Ruel is a pretty Cage for a ſinging Fop indeed. 

T. BeLLAiR reads the Song. 
How charming Phillis is ! how fair ! 
Ah that ſhe were as willing 
To eaſe my wounded Heart of Care, 
And makes her Eyes leſs killing. 
Tfigh! Tjigh! Tlangmſhnow, 
And Love will not let me reſt, 
I drive about the Park, and bow 
Still as I meet my 4 
3 


Sir 
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Sir Fop. Sing it, it Man, it goes to a pretty nev- 
Tune which l am 1 4 was made by Baptiſt. 

Med. Sing it yourielf, Sir Fopling, 4 docs not know 
the Tune. 

Sir Fop. ll venture. | [Sir Fopling ſengs. 

Dor. Ay marry now tis ſomething. I ſhallnot flatter 
you, Sir Fopling, there is not much thought int but tis 
pailionate, and wel turn'd. 

Med. Atter the Freuch Way. 

Sir Fop. That I aim' dat does it not give you a lively 
Image of the Thing? Slap down goes the Glas, and thus 
ve ure at it. 

Dor. It does indeed: I perceive, Sir Fopling, you'll t- 
the very Head of the Sparks, who are lucky in Compoſ. 
tions ot this Nature. 

Enter Sir ForLitc's Footman, 

Sir Fop. La Tower, is the Bath ready ? 

Footm. Yes, Sir. 

Sir Fep. Adieu Don Mes cheres. Ex. Sir Fopling 7 

Med. When have you your Revenge on Lovett, Dori- 
mant? 

Dor. Iwill but chan nge my Linen, and about it. 

Med. The powerful onliderations which hinder'd have 
been remov'd then. 

Dor. Moſt luckily this Morning; you muſt * with 
me, my Reputation lies at ſtake there, 

Med. Iam engag d to Bellair. 

Dor. What's your Buſineſs. 

Med, Ma-tri-mcny, an'tlike you. 

Dor. does not, Sir. 

V. Bell. It may in time, Dorian, what think you ot 
Mrs. Hary iet? 

Dor. What does ſhe think of me? 

V. Bell. Iam contident ſhe loves you. 

Dor. How does it appear? 

V. Bell. Why, ſhe's never well but when ſhe's talking 
of you; but then ſhe finds all the Faults in you ſhe can 
She laughs at all who commend you, but then ſhe ſpeaks il 
of all who do not. 


Der, M omen of h e Temper betray them ſelves, by their 


Over- 


0 
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| over-cunning. I had once a growing Love with a Lad y, 
who would always quarrel with ine, when I came to ſee 
her, and yet was never quiet if I ſtay'd a Day from her. 

V. Bell. My Father is in Love with Emilia. 

Dor, That is a good Warrant for your Proceedings; go 
on and proſper, I muſt to Loveit. Medley, Tam ſorry you 
cannot be a Witneſs. | 

Med. Make her meet Sir Fopling again in the ſame Place, 
and uſe him ill before me. 

Dor. That may be brought about I think. I'll be at your 
Aunt's anon, and give you Joy, Mr. Bellair. | 
T. Bell. You had not beſt think of Mrs. Harriet too 
much, without Church-ſecurity there's notaking up there. 
Dor. I may fall into the Snare too. But 

The Wiſe will find a Difference in our Fate, 

You wed a Woman, I a good Eſtate. 


| Exeunt 
SCENE III. 


Enter the Chair with Bellinda, the Men ſct 
it down and open it. Bellinda ſtarting. 


BELLINDA ſurprix d. 


Lord! where am I? In the Mall? Whither have you 
brought me ? 
i Chairm. You gave us no Directions, Madam? 
Bell. The Fright I was in made me forget it. [ A/7de. 
1 Chairm, We uſe to carry a Lady from the Squire's 
hither. 
Bell. This is Loveit, I am undone if ſhe ſees me. Quick- 
ly, carry me away. [ Aide. 
1.Chairm. Whither, an't like your Honour? 
Bell. Ask no Queſtions —- 
Enter Loveit's Footman. 
Footm. Have you ſeen my Lady, Madam? 
Bell. lam juſt come to wait u — 
Footm. She will be 1 to ſee you, Madam; ſhe ſent 


4 me 
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me to you this Morning, to deſire your Company, and [ 


was told you went out by fivea Clock. 
Bell. More and more unlucky ! IAſide. 
Footm. Will you walk in, Madam? 
Bell. I'Il diſcharge my Chair and follow. Tell your 


Miſtieſs, | am here. [ Ex. Footman.] Take this Gives the 

Chairmen Mony] and if ever you ſhould be examin'd, be 

ſure you fay, you took me up in the Strand, over againſt 

the Exchange, as you will anſwer it to Mr. Dorimant. 

Chairm. We will an't like your ar. 

Ex. Chairmen 

Bell. Now to come off, I muſt on 

In Confidence and Lies ſame Hope is left ; | 
 *Twere hard to be found out in the firſt Theft. Exit. 


ACT V. 
SCENE I. 


Enter Miſtreſ Lovxrr, and Pear her Woman. 


Pert. ELL: in my Eyes Sir Fopling is no ſuch deſ- 
| W picable — * 4 6 
Lov. Youarcan excellent Judge. 

Fert. He's as handſom a Man as Mr. Dorimant, and as 
great a Gallant. 

Lov. Intolerable! is't not enough ſubmit to his Imper- 
tinences, but mult I be plagu d with your's too? 
Pert. Indeed Madam 

Lov. Tis falſe, mercenary Malice 
„ Enter her Footman. 

Footm. Mrs. Bellinda, Madam 

Lov. What for her? 

Foot. She's below. 

Lov. How came ſhe! 


Footm. 
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Footm. In a Chair, ambling Harry brought her. 

Lov. He bring her! his Chair, ſtands near Dorimans's 
Door, and always brings me from thence-— Run and ask 
him where he took her up, go. There is no Truthin 


Friendſhip neither. Women, as well as Men, all are falſe, 


or all are ſo to me atleaſt. 
Pert. You are jealous of her too? 
Love. You had belt tell her Iam. "Twill become the 


Liberty you take of late. This Fellow's bringing of her, 
luer going out by five a Ciock— | know not what to think. 


Enser BELL IN DA. 

Bellinda, you are grownan early Riſer, I hear! 

Bell. Do you not wonder my Dear,what made me abroad 

ſo ſoon ? 

Lov. Vou do not uſe to be fo. | 
Bell. The Country Gentlewomen l told you of (Lord! 
they have the oddeſt Diverſions!) would never let me reſt 
till I promis d to go with them to the Market this Morn- 
ing to eat Fruit and buy Noſegays. 

Lov. Are they to fond of a filthy Noſegay ? 

Bell. They complain of the Stinks of the Town, and are 
never well but whenthey have their Noſes in one. 

Love. There are Eſſences and ſweet Waters. 
Berll. O they cry out upon Perfumes they are unwhole- 

fm, one of em was falling into a Fit with the Smell of 
theſe Nara ii. | 

Lo. Methinks in Complaiſance you ſhou'd have had a 
Notegay too. | 

Bell. Do you think, my Dear, I could be ſo loathſom 
to trick myſelf up with Carnationsand ſtock-Gilly-flowers? 
I begg'd their pardon and told them I never woreanything 
but Orange-Flowers and Tuberoſe. That which made 
me willing to go, Was, a range Deſire I had to eat ſome 
ireſh Nectarens. 

Love. And had you any ? 

Bell. Thebeſt Lever taſted. 

Love, Whence came you now ? 

Bell. From their Lodgings, where I crowded out of a 
Coach, and tggk a Chair to come and ſee you, my Dear. 

Love. Whither did vou ſend for that Chair? 2 

Bell, 
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3 Gentlewomen lodge, L 


? 

Bell In the Szrand over againſt the Exchange. 

Pert. That Place is never without a Neſt of em, they 
are always as one goes by flearing in Balconies or ſtaring 
out of Windows. nen 8 

Enter Footman. | 

Love. to the Footman.] Come hither. [1hiſpers. 

Bell. aſ:de.] This Fellow by her Order has been que- 
ſtioning the Chairmen : I threaten'd em with the Name ot 
Dorimant; if they ſhould have told Truth I am loſt for 
ever. | 

Love. In the Strand {aid you? 

Footm. Yes Madam, over againſt the Exchange. 
[Ex. Footm. 

Love. She's innocent and I am much toblame. 

Bell. aſide.] I am fo frighted, my Countenance will be- 
tray me. 

= Bellinda ! what makes you look ſo pale ? 

Bell. Want of my uſual Reſt, and jolting up and down 
ſolong in an odious Hackney. [ Footman returns. 
Footm. Madam! Mr. Dorimant! 

Love. What makes him here? | 

Bell. aſide.) Then I am betray'd indeed, he has broke 
his word, and I love a Man that does not care for me. 

Love. Lord! you faint, Bellinda. 


Bell. I think I ſhall! tuch an Oppreſſion here on the 
ſudden. | 


Pert. She has eaten too much Fruit I warrant you. 

Love. Not unlikely ! 

Pert. Tis that lies heavy on her Stomach. | 

Love. Have her into my Chamber, give her ſome Sur- 
feit-Water, and let her lie down alittle. 

Pert. Come, Madam! I wasa ſtrange Devourer of Fruit 
when I was young, ſo ravenous—— 

Ex. Bell. and Pert leading her off. 

Love. Oh that my Love would be but calm à while! 
chat I might receive this Man with all the Scorn and In- 
dignation he deicrves. 


Enter 
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Ms Enter 1 7 
Dor. Now for a Touch ot Sir Fopling to begin wi 
Hey Page Give poſitive Order — = of my — 
ſtir— Let the Canaile wait as they ſhould do. ſince 
Noiſe and Nonience have ſuch powertul Charms, 

I that I may ſucceſsful prove, 

Tran orm myſelf to what you love. | 

Love. It tnat would do, you nced not change from what 
You are, you can be vam and loud enough. 

Dor. But not with ſo good a Grace as Sir Fopling. Hey, 
Hampſhire — Oh—— that Sound, that Sound becomes 
the Mouth of a Man of Quality. 

Love. Is there a Thing 1o hateful as a ſenſeleſs Mimick ? 

Dor. He's a great Gricvance indeed to all wholike your- 
{c:f, Madam, love to play the fool in quiet. | 

Love, A ridicu.ous Animal, who has moreof the Ape, 
than the Ape has of the Man in him. | 

Der. I have as mean Opinion of a Sheer-Mimick as your- 
ſelt, yet were he all Ape, I ſhould prefer him to the Gay, 
the Giddy, bris k, inſipia, noiſy Fool you doat on. 

Love. Thoſe noiiy Fools, however you deſpiſe em, have 
good Qualities, which weigh more (or ought at leaſt) 
with us Women, than all che pernicious Wit you have to 
boaſt of. 5 | | 

Dor. That I may hereafter have a juſt Value for their 
Merit, pray do me the favour to name em. | 
Love. You'lldeſpiſe'em as the dull Effects of Ignorance 
and Vanity! yet I care not if I mention tome. Fuit, they 
really admire us, while you at beſt but flatter us well. 

Dor. Take heed; Fools candiſſemble too 

Love. They may; but not ſo art ticially as you. There 
is no Fear they ſhould dec eive us: Then they are aſliſuous, 
Sir, they are ever offering us their Service, and aiways 
waiting on our will. 

Dor. You owe that to their exceſſive Idleneſs, they 
know not how to entertain them ſe ves at home, and ud 
1o little welcome abroad, they are fain to fly to you .] o 
countenance em as a Refuge againſt the Solitude they 
would be other wiſe cond mn'd to. 6 

Love. Their Convertation too diverts us better. - 

| 4's 
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Dor. Playing with your Fan, ſmelling to your Gloves, 
ding your Hair, and taking notice how tis cut and 
ſhaded after the new Way—— | 
Love. Were it ſillier than you can make it, you muſt 
allow tis pleaſanter to laugh at others, than to be laugh'd 
at ourſelves, though never ſo wittily. Then, though 
they want Sk || to flatter us, they flatter themſelves ſo well, 
they fave us he Labour; we need not take that Care aud 
Pains to fatisfy 'em of our Love, which we ſo often loſe 
on you. 
Dor. They commonly indeed believe too well of them- 
ſelves, and always better ot you than you deſerve. 
Love. Youare in the right, they have an implicit Faith 


in us, Which keeps em trom prying narrowly into our 


Secrets, and ves us the vexatious Trouble of clearing 
Doubts which your ſubtle and cauſeleſs ealouſies every Mo- 
ment raiſe. | | | 

Dor. there is an inbred Falſhood in Women which in- 
_ clines em ſtill to them, whom they may moſt eaſily de- 

ceive. | 

Love. The Man who loves above his Quality, does not 
ſuffer more from the inſolent Impertinence of his Miſtreſs, 
than the Woman who loves above her Underſtanding, does 
from the arrogant Preſumptions of her Friend. 

Dor. You miſtake the Uſe of Fools, they are deſign d 
for Properties and not for Friends. You have an indiffe- 
rent Stock ot Reputation left yet; loſe it all like a frank 
Gameſter on the Square, twill then be Time enough to 
turn Rook, and cheat it up again on a good ſubſtantial 


Love. The old and the ill-favour'd are only fit for Pro- 


r met with 
| Kinder Fortunes. 
Dor. They have, to the Shameof your Sex be it ſpoken; 
*rwas this, the Thought of this, made me by a timely 
Jealouſy, endeavour to prevent the good Fortune you are 
providing for Sir Fopling but againſt a Woman's Frailty 
8 _ h a dear bought th 

' Love. Had I not with a dear Experience t the 
Knowiedge of your Falſhood, you might have foo!'d me 


yet. 
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yet. This is not the firſt Jealouſy you have feign'd to make 


# | with me, andget a Week to throw away on ſome 
ſuch unknown inconſiderable Slut, as you have been lately 


lurking with at Plays. 


Dor. Women, when they would break off with a Man, 
ne'er want th' Addreſs to turn the Fault on him. 

Love. You take a Pride of late in uſing of me ill, that 
the Town may know the Power you have over me. Which 
now (as unreaſonably as yourſelf) expects chat I (do me 
all the ATI a. muſt love — ſtill. 

Dor. I am ſo far from ing t ſhould, I begi 
to think — —— og 5 _ 

Love. Would the Memory of it were ſo wholly worn 
out in me, that I did doubt it too; What made you come 
to diſturb my growing Quiet ? 

Dor. To give you Joy of your growing Infamy. 

Love. Inſuppor d i Devil? this from you, 
the only Author of my Shame ! this from another had been 
but Juſtice, but from you tis a helliſh and inhuman Out- 
rage. What havel done? | 

Dor. A Thing that puts you below my Scorn, and makes 
my Anger as ridiculous as you have made my Love. 

Love. | walk'd laſt Night with Sir Fopling. 

Dor. You did, Madam, and you talkt and laught aloud 
ha, ha, ha—— Oh that Laugh, that Laugh becomes the 
Confidence of a Woman of Quality. 

Love. You, who have more Pleaſure in the Ruin of a 
Woman's Reputation, thanin the Indearmentsot her Love, 
reproach me not with yourſelf, and | defy you to name the 
Man can lay a Blemiſh on my Fame. 

Dor. To be ſeen publickly ſo tranſported with the vain 
Follies of that notorious Fop, to meis an Infamy below the 
Sin of Proſtitution with another Man. 

Love. Rail on, I am fatisfy'd in the Juſtice of what I 
did, you had provok d meto't. 

Dor. R whoſe 
Extravagancies you have illing to forgive. 

pci, wm” ay yr the Efle of 2 Paſſion you 
may forgive if you think fit. 

Dor. Are you ſo indifferent grown? 


Love, 
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Love. I am. | 

Dor. Nay! then tis Time to part. I'll ſend you back 
your Letters you have ſo often askt for: I have two or thre: 
of em about me. 

Love. Give em me. 
Dor. You ſnatch as if you thought I would not 
there——and may the Perjuries in em be mine, if cer 
ſee you more. 

Love. Stay! [ Offers to go, ſhe catches him. 

Dor. I will not. 

Love. You ſhall. 

Dor. What have you to ſay? 

Love. I cannot ſpeak it yet. 

Dor. Something more in Commencation of the Fool. 
Death! I want Patience, let me go. 

Love, I cannot. I can ſooner part with the Limbs tha 
2 him. [Al de.] I hate that nauſeous Fool, you know 


Dor. Was it the Scandal you were fond of then? 
Tove. Y' had rais d my Anger equal to my Love, a Thing 
you ne er could do betore, and in Revenge I did —- I know 
not what did: Would you wou d not think on t any 
more. | 
Dor. Should I be willing to * it, I ſhall be daily 
minded of it, twill be a common Place for ail the Tow, 
to laugh at me, and Medley, when he is rhetorically drunk, 
will ever be declaiming on it in my Ears. 


Love. Twill be believ d a jealous Spite! Come, forget 


Dor. Let me conſult my Reputation, you are too careic:: 

of it. ¶ Panſes.] You ſhail meet Sir Fopling in the Ma. 
again to-night. | 

Love. What mean you? 
Dor. I have thought on't, and you muſt. Tis neceſſar/ 
to juſtity my Love to the World: You can handle a Cox- 
comb as he deſerves, when you are not out of Humour, 
Love Publick Satisfaction for the Wrong I have done 
you! This is ſome new Device to make me more ridi- 
culous. 

| s Love, 
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Love, I will not. | 
Dor. You will be perſuaded. 
Love. Never. 
Dor. Are you ſo obſtinate? 
Love. Are you ſo baſe? 
Dor. You will not ſatisfy my Love? 

Love. I would die to ſatisfy that, but I will not, to fave 
you from a thouſand Racks, do a ſhameleſs Thing to 
please your Vanity. 

Dor. Fare wel, false Woman. 

Love. Do: Go! 

Dor. You will call me back again. 

Love. Exquiſite Fiend ! I knew you came but to tor- 
ment me. 


75 


Enter BELLINDA and PEkRr. 
Dor. ſurpriz'd.] Bellinda here! 
Bell. aſide.] He ſtarts! and looks pale, the Sight of me 
has toucht his guilty Soul. | 
Pert. Tw¾as but a Qualm as I faid, a little Indigeſtion, 
as Surteit-Water did it, Madam, mixt with a little Mi- 
rabilis. 


Dor. Iam confounded? and cannot gueſs how ſhe came 


Love. Tis your Fortune Bellinda ever to be here, when 
Iam abus d by this Prodigy of ill-Nature. 

Bell. Iam amaz'd to find him here! How has he the 
Face tocome near you ? . 

Dor. aſide.] Here is fine Work towards : I never was at 
ſuch a Loſs before. | 

Bell. One who makes a publick Profeſſion of Breach of 
Faith and Ingratitude ! I loath the Sight of him. 

Dor. There is no Remedy, I muſt ſubmit to their 
Tongues now, and ſome other time bring myſelf off as 
well asI can. 

Bell. Other Men are wicked, but then they have ſome 
Sense of Shame : He is never well but when he triumphs, 
nay, glories to a Woman's Face in his Villanies. 

Tove. You are in the Right, Bellinda; but methinks 
your Kindneſs tor me, makes you concern yourſelf too 
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Bell. It does indeed, my Dear: His barbarous Carriage 
to you yeſterday, made me hope you ne er would ſee him 
more; and the very next Day to find him here again, pro- 

| okes me ſtrangely : But, because I know you love him, I 
have done. 

Dor. You have reproach d me handſomly, and I deſerre 
it for coming hither, but 

Pert. You muſt expect it, Sir, all Women will hate you, 
for my Lady's Sake. 

Dor. Nay, if ſhe begins too, tis time to fly: I ſhall be 
ſcolded to Death elſe. [ Aſide to Bellinda.] I am to blame in 
ſome Circumſtances, 1 confeſs; but as to the main, I am 
not {o guilty as you imagin. I ſhall ſeek a more convenient 
time to clear myſelf. | 

Love. Doit now ! what Impediments are here ? 

Dor. I want Time, and you want Temper. 

Love. Theſe are weak Pretences. |; 

Dor. You were never more miſtaken in your Life, and 
ſo farewel. [ Dorimant flings off. 

mow. Call a Footman, Pert, quickly, I will have him 

Pert. I wiſh you would not, for my Quiet and your 
own. 

Love. Il find out the infamous Cauſe of all our Quar- 

rels, pluck her Mask off, and expoſe her bare-fac'd to 


the World. . 
Bell. Let me but eſcape this time, I'll never venture 
more. Aſede. 
Love. Bellinda, you ſhall go with me. 


Bell. I have ſuch a Heavineis hangs on me with what I 
. go Home and ſleep, my 
Love. Death! and eternal Darkneſs! I ſhali never ſleep 
again. Raging Fevers ſeize the World, and make Man- 
kind as reſtleſs as I am. [Exit Loveit 
Bell. I knew him falſe and help'd to make him ſo: Was 
not her Ruin enough to fright me from the Danger ? I: 
ſhould have been, but Love can take no Warning. 
e Exit Bell. 


SCENE 


Sir Fopling Flutter. 
SCENE IL 
Lady Towuley 'r Houſe. 
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Enter MEDLEY, young BELLAIR, Lady TowNLey, ExLia 
and Chaplam. 5 


Med. Bear up, Bellair, and do not let us {ee that Repen- 
tance in thine, we daily do in married Faces. 
L. Town. This Wedding will ſtrangely ſurprize my Bro- 
ther, when he knows it. | 

Med. Your Nephew ought to conceal it for a time, 
Madam; ſince Marriage has loſt its good Name, prudent 
Men ſeldom expoie their own Reputations till 'tis conveni- 
ent to juſtity their Wives. | | 

Old Bell. without.) Where are you all there? Out, a-dod, 
will no Body hear? 

L. Town. By Brother, quickly, Mr.Smairk, into this Clo- 
let, you muſt not be {cen yet. [ Goes into the Cloſet. 


Enter old BELLAIR and L. TowNLey's Page. 


Did Bell. Deſire Mr. Furò to walk into the lower Parlour, 
I will be with him preſently——- Where have you been, Sir, 
you cou'd not wait on me to-day ? [ To Y. Bell. 

Y. Bell. About a Buſineſs. 

Old Bell. Are you ſo good at Buſineſs? A-dod, I have a 
Buſineſs too, you ſhall diſpatch out of hand, Sir. Send 
for 2 Parſon, Siſter ; my Lady Hoodvil and her Daughter 
are coming. | 

L. Town. What need you huddle up Things thus? 

Old Bell. Out a piſe, Youth is apt to play the Fool, and 
tis not good it ſhould be in their Power. 

L. Tow, You need not fear your Son. DE 

Old Bell. He has been idling this Morning, and a-dod 
I do not like him. How doſt thou do, Sweet-heart ? 

[Jo Emilia. 

Emil. You are very ſevere, Sir, marry d in ſuch haſte ! 
Old Bell. Go too, thou art a Rogue, and I will talk 

with thee anon. Here's my Lady Woodvii come. 


1 Enter 
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Enter L. WooœwI, Harriet and Bus v. 
Welcome, Madam; Mr. Fwurbs below with the Writings. 

L. Wood. Let us down and make an end then. 

Old Bell. =. ſhew the Way. [To Bell, _ is talk- 
ing to Harriet. ] Har 5. Buſineſs lies not e yet; 
excuſe him till we have — Lady, and then, . he 
1 Mr. Medley, we muſt trouble you to be a 

itneſs. 

Med. I luckily came for that Purpoſe, Sir. 

[Exit O. Bell. Medley, Y.Bell. L. Townley 
and L. Woodvil. 

Buſy. What will you do, Madam? 

Har. Be carried back and mew'd up in the Country 
again, run away here, anything rather than be married 
to a Man I do not care for Dear Emilia, do thou 
adviſe me. 

Emil. Mr. Bellair is engag d, you know. 

Har. I do; but know not what the Fear of loſing an 
Eftate may fright him to. 

Emil. In the deſp'rate Condition you are in, you ſhould 
conſult with ſome judicious Man; what think you ot 
Mr. Dorimant ? 

Har. I do not think of him at all. | 

Buſy. She thinks of nothing elſe, Iam ſure 

Emil. How fond your Mother was of Mr. Courtage! 

Har. Becauſe I contriv'd the Miſtake to make a little 
Mirth, you believe I like the Man. 

Emil. Mr. Bellair believes you love him. 

Har. Men are ſeldom in the right when they gueſs at a 
Woman's Mind; would ſhe, whom he loves, lov'd him 
no better. | 

Bu. aſide.] That's e en well enough on all Conſcience, 

— Mr. Dorimant has a deal of Wit. 

Har. And takes a great deal of Pains to ſhew it. 

Emil. He's extremely well faſnion d. 

Har. Affectedly grave, or ridiculouſly wild and apiſh. 

Buß. You defend him till againſt your Mother. | 

Har. I would not were he juſtly rally'd, but 1 cannot 
kear any one undeſervedly rail'd at. _ 
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Emil. Has your Woman learnt the Song you were ſo 
taken with ? 

Har. I was fond of a new Thing; tis dull at ſecond 
Hearing. 

Emil. — Dorimant made it. | 

Buſy. She knowsit, Madam, and has made me ſing i 
leaſt Y _— Times this Morning. — 

Har. Thy Tongue is as impertinent as thy Fingers. 

Emil. You have provok'd 2 . 

Buſy. Tis but ſinging the Song, and I ſhall appeaſe her. 

Br. Prithee do. 

Har. She has a Voice will grate your Ears worſe than a 
Cat-cal!, and dreſſes ſo ill, ſhe's ſcarce fit to trick up a 
Yeoman's Daughter on a Holy-day. 


Bus v ſings. 
SONG by Sir C. S. 


As Amoret with Phillis ſat, 
One Evening on the Plain, 
And [aw the charming Strephon wait 
To tell the Nymph his Pain. 
Ihe threatning Danger to remove 
She whiſper'd in her Ear, 
Ah Phillis, if you world not love. 
This my erd do not hear. 
None ever had fo ſtrange an Art 
His Paſſion to conv 
Into a liſtuing Virgin's Heart, 
And ſteal her Soul away. 
Fh, fly berimes, for fear you give 
Occasion for your Fate. 
In vain, ſaid ſhe, in vain I ſt rive, 
Alaſs ! tis nom too late. 


Enter DoRIMANT. 


Dor. Muſick ſo ſoftens and diſarms the Mind. 
Har. That not one Arrow does Reſiſtance find. 
| & oY Der. 
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Dor. rg the lucky Minute — 
Har. | Aſide, turning from Dorimant. ] My Love ſpring 
with my Blood into my Face, I dare not Aqua 4.4 


15 What have we here, the Picture ot celebrated 

Beauty, giving Audience in Publick to a declar d Lover? 
Lf Flay the dying Fep, and make the Piece com- 

Sir. 

5 Dor. What think you if the Hint were well improv'd? 

The whole Myſtery ot making Love pleaſantly deſign'd, 

and wrought in a Suit of Hangings? 

Har. Twere needleſs to execute Fools in Effigy, who 

ſuffer daily in their own Perſons. 

Dor. [To Emi ia, aſide.] Mrs. Bride, for ſuch 1 know 
this happy Day has made you. 

Emil. Defer the formal Joy you are to give me, and. 
mind your Buſineſs with her { Aloud.] Here are dread- 
tul Preparations, Mr. Dorimant, Writings ſcaling, and a 
Parſon ſent for. 

Dor. To marry this Lady? | 

Buſy. Condemn d ſhe is, and what will become of her I 
know not, without you generouſly engage in a Reſcue. 

Dor. In this fad Condition, Madam, I can do no leſs 
than offer you my Service. 

Har. The Obligation is not great, youare the common 
Sanctuary for all young Women who run from their Re- 


Dor. I have always my Arms open to receive the Di- 
ſtreſſed. But Iwill open my Heart and receive you, where 
none yet did ever enter You have fill d it with a Secret, 
might I but let you know t—— — 

Har. Do not ſpeak it, if you would have me believe it; 
your Tongue is to fam'd tor Falſhood, *twill do the Truth 
an Injury. Turns away her Head. 

Dor. Turn not away then, but look on me and it. 

Har. Did you not tell me there was no Credit to be given 
to Faces? That Women now a- days have their Paſſions as 
much at will, as they have their Complexions, and put on 
Joy and Sadneſs, Scorn and Kindneſs, with the ſame _ 
| 2" 
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they do their Paint and Patches are they the 
Counterfeits? 3 

Dor. You wrong your own, while you ſuſpect my Eyes. 
By all the hope I have in you, in the inimitable Colour in 
your Cheeks is not more free from Art, than are the Sighs 
I offer. | 5 | 

Har. In Men who have been long harden'd in Sin, we 
have Reaſon to miſtruſt the firſt Signs of Repentance. 

Dor. The Proſpect of ſuch a Heav'n will make me per- 
ſevere, and give you Marks that are infallible. 

Har. What are thoſe? 

Dor. I will renounce all the Joys have in Friendſhip 
and in Wine, ſacr mice to you all the Intereſt I have in other 
Women 

Har. Hold — Though I wiſh you devout, | would not 
bave you turn Fanatick— Could you neglect theſe a while 
and makea — into the Country ? 
Dor. To be with you I could live there, and never ſend 

one Thought to London. | 

Har. What e'er you ſay, I know all beyond High-Park's 
a Deſart to you, and that no Gallantry candraw you farther. 

Dor. That has heen the utmoſt Limit of my Love— 
But now my Paſſion knows no Bounds, and there's no 
Meaſure to be taken of what I'll do for you, from anything 
I ever did before. | 

Har. When J hear you talk thus in Hampſbire, I ſhall 
begin to think there may be ſome Truth in.arg'd upon. 

Dor. Is this all — will you not promiſe me 

Har. I hate to promiſe! what we do then is expected 
from us, and wants much of the welcome it finds, when 
it ſurprizes. 

Dor. May I not hope? | 

Har. That depends on you, and not on me, an1'tis to 
no purpole to forbid it.  [Trras to Buly. 

Buſy, Faith, Madam, now I perceive the Gentleman 
loves you too, cen let him know your Mind, and tor- 
ment yourſelves no longer. 

Har. Doſt think I have no Senſe of Modeſty ? 

Buſy, Think, if you loſe this, you may never have 
another Opportunity. 


F 3 | | Fry, 
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Har. May he hate me, (a Curſe that frights me when I 
ſpeak it) if ever I do a Thing againſt the Rules of Decency 
and Honour. 

Dor. [To Emilia. ] I am beholding to you for your good 
Intentions, — * R 

Emil, J thought the concealing of our Marriage from 
her, might — you 2 
Dor. Try her again 

Emil. What have you refolv'd, Madam? the Tim. 
draws near. 


Har. To be obſtinate and proteſt againſt this Marriage 


Enter L. TowNLEyY in haſte. 


L. Town. [To Emilia. Quickly, quickly, let Mr. Smirl: 


out of the Cloſet. [ Smirk comes out of the Cloſet. 
Har. A Parſon! had you laid him in here? 
Dor. I knew nothing of him. 


Har. Should it appear you did, your Opinion of my 


Eaſineſs may coſt you dear. 


Enter O. BrLLAIR, T. BELLAirR, MEDLEY, and L. Woodvil. 


O. Bell. Out a piſe! the canonical Hour is almoſt paſt; 
Siſter, is the Man of God come? 

L. Town. He _ your Leiſure 

O. Bell. By your favour, Sir. A-dod, a pretty ſpruce 
Fellow! What. may we call him? wn 

L. Town. Mr.Smirk, my Lady Biggot's Chaplain. 

O. Bell. A wiſe Woman! a-dod ſheis. The Man will 


ſerve for the Fleſh as well as the Spirit. Pleaſe you, Sir, 


to commiſſion a young Couple to go to Bed together a 
Gcds name? Harry. | 
F. Bell. Here, Sir 


O. Bell. Out a piſe, without your Miſtreſs in your Hand?! 


Smirk. Is this the Gentleman? 

O. Bell. Ves, Sir. 

Smirie. Are you not miſtaken, Sir? 
O. Bell. A-dod, I think not, Sir. 
Smirk, Sure you are, Sir? 


O. Bell. You look as if you would forbid the Banes, Mr. 


Smiri ; I hope you have no Pretenſion to the Lady. 3 
| Smark, 


«a. * 
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Smirk. Wiſh him joy, Sir; I have done hi 
Office to-day — —— | 
O. Bell. Out a piſe, what do l hear? 8 
3 — 71 the Truth is out. 
. Bell. How ou, Sir! is this Wedding- 
Y. Bell. It is, Sir. 585 Oe” 
O. Bell. And a-dod it ſhall be mine too; give me thy 
Hand, Sweet-heart, [To Emilia.] what doſt thou mean ? 
Give me thy Hand, I tay. Emil. kneels and T. Bell. 
L. Town. Come, come, give her your Bleſſing, this is 
the Woman your Son lov d, and is marry d to. 
O. Bell. Ha! cheated! cozen d! and by your Contri- 
vance, Siſter ! : 
L. Town. What would you do with her? She's a Rogue 
and you can't abide her. my 
Med. Shall I hit her a pat for you, Sir? 
O. Bell. A-dod, you are all Rogues, and I never will 
forgive you. | 
L. Town. Whither ! whither, away? 
Med. Let him go and cool a while. | 
L. bod. [To Dorimant.] Here's a Buſineſs broke out 
now, Mr. Courtage, I am made a fine Fool of. 
Dor. You ſee the old Gentleman knew nothing of it. 
L. Mood. I find he did not. I ſhall have ſome Trick put 
upon me if I ſtay in tkis wicked Town any longer. Har- 
riet ! —— where art thou? I'll into the Country 
ſtraight. 
0. Bell A-dod, Madam, you ſhall hear me firſt. _— 


Enter LoveiT and BELLINDA. 


Love. Hither my Man dogg d him. 
O. Bell. Yonder he ſtands, my Dear. 

Love. I fee him [ Aſide. ] And with the Face that has 
undone me! Oh that I were but where I migh tthrow out 
the Anguiſhof Heart, here it muſt rage within and break it. 

L.Town. Mrs. Loveit ! are you afraid to come forward? 
Love. I was amaz'd to ſee ſo much Company here in a 

Morning, the Occafion is extraordinary — | | 

Dor. | Aſide.] Loveit and Bellinda! the Devil owes me a 

F 4 Shame 
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Shame to-Day, and I think never will have done paying it. 
Love. Marry'd! dear Emilia! how am I tran{ported 
with the News! | 
Har. | To Dorimant.] I little thought Emilia was the 
Woman Mr. Bellair was in Love with I'll chide her for 
not truſting me with the Secret. | 
Dor. How do you like Mrs. Lover ? 
Har, She's a fam d Mrs. of your's L hear 
Dor. She has been on Occaſion. 
O. Bell. A dod, Madam, I cannot help it. 
[To L. Woodvil. 
L. Wood. You need make no more Apologies, Sir. 
Emil. [To Loveit.] The old Gentleman's excuſing him- 
ſcit to my Lady Woodvil. 
Love. Ha, ha, ha: never heard of anything fo pleaſant. 
Har. She's extreamly overjoy d at ſomething. | To Dor. 
Dor. At nothing, ſhe is one of thoſe hoyting Ladies, 
who gayly fling themſelves about, and force a Laugh, 
when their aking Hearts are full of Diſcontent and Malice. 
Love. Oh Heav'n! I was never ſo near killing myſelf 
with Laughing Mr. Dorimant ! are you a Brideman? 
L. Mood. Mr. Dorimant ! Is this Mr. Dorimant; Madam? 
Love. If you doubt it, your Daughter can reſolve you, 
I ſuppoſe. | 
L. Mood. Tam cheated too! baſely cheated! 
O. Bell. Out a piſe, what's here more Knavery yet? 
L. Mood. Harriet! on my Bleſſing come away I charge 
ou. | | 
Har. Dear Mo her, do but ſtay and hear me. | 
L. Wood. | am betray d, and thou art undone fear. 
Har. Do not fear it— I have not, nor never willdoanv- 
thing againſt my Duty—— Believe me, dear Mother, do. 
Dor. [To Love.] I had truſted you with this Secret, bu: 
that l knew the Violence of your Nature would ruin my 
Fortune, as now unluckily it has: I thank you, Madam. 
Love. She's an Heireſs 1 know, and very rich. 
Dor. To ſatisfy you I muſt give up my Intereſt wholly 
to my Love; had you been a reaſonable Woman, I might 
have iecur'd em both, and been happy | 


Lore. 
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Love. You might havetruſted me with anything of thi 
Kind, you know you might. Why did So 
wrong —_— ? . 

Dor. The Story is too long to tell you now, be ſatisfied, 
this is the Buſineſs; this inthe — me from 
+ YOU. 

Bell. He's tender of my Honour, though he's cruel to 
my Love. L : | [Afide. 

Love. Was it no idle Miſtreſs then? 

Dor. Believe me a Wite, to repair the Ruins of my Eſtate 
that needs it. 

Love. The Knowledge of this makes my Grief hang 
ighter on my Soul; but | ſnall never more be happy. 

Dor. Bellinda ! 

Bell. Do not think of clearing yourſelf with me, itis 
im poſſible . Do all Men break their Words thus? 
Dor. Thextravagant Words they ſpeak in Love tis as 
unrealonable to expect we ſhould perform all we promiſe 
Wen, as do all we threaten when we are angry When! 
lier you next 

Bell. Take no Notice of me, and I ſhall not hate you. 

Dor, How came you to Mrs. Loveit? i 

Bell. By a Miſtake the Chairmen made for want of m 
giving them Directions. . 

Dor. Tas a pleaſant one. We muſt meet again. 

Bell. Never. 

Dor. Never! | 

Beil. When we do, may I be as infamous as you are 
falſe. =P 

L. Town. Men of Mr. Dorimant's Character, always 
{ſuffer in the general Opinion of the World. 

Med. You can make one Jud tot a witty Man from 

common Fame, conſidering the prevailing Faction Ma- 


e 


O. Bell. A-dod, he's in the right. 

Med. Beſides tis a common Error among Women, to 
velicve too well of them they know, and too ill of them 
they don't. | 

G. Bell. A-dod, he obſerves well, 

: | L. Town, 
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L. Town. Believe me, Madam, you will find Mr. Dori: 


mane as civil a Gentleman as Mr. Courtage. 
Har. If — — 


L. Wood. You have a mind to know him better; come 
away—— You ſhall never ſee him more. 

Har. Dear Mother, ſtay 

L. Mood. IO ————— 

Har. Were my Fotune in your Power , 

L. Wood. Your Perſon is. 

Har. Could be diſobedient I might take it out of your's 
and put it into his. 

L.#ood. Tis that you would be at, you would marry 
this Dorimant. 


* Wood. Is this the Duty that you promis d? 
Har. But I will never marry him againſt your Will 
L. Wood. She knows the Way to melt my Heart. [ Aſide.] 
yourſelf light your undoing. Io Har. 
Med. [To O. Bell.] Come, Sir, you have not the Heart 
any longer to refuſe your 
O. Bell. A-dod, | hen Ris, nnd God Meſs you 
both make muchof her Harry, ſhe deſerves thy Kind- 
ness. A-dod, Sirrah, I did not think it had been in thee. 
[To Emilia. 


Enter Sir FoPLING andbis Page. 


Sir Fop. "Tis a damn'd windy Day; hey, Page! Is my 
Perriwig right? | 

Page. A little out of Order, Sir. 

Sir Fop. Pox o this A — 
to adjuſt one sſelf in. | To Loveit.] Madam, I came from 
your Houſe, and your Servants directed me hither. 
on I will give Order hereafter they ſhall direct you 

er 

Sir Fop. The great Satisfaction I had in the Mall laſt 
Night has given me much Diſquiet ſince. 

Love, Tis likely togiveme merethan I delice. | 

Sir Fop. 
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Sir Fop. What the Devil makes her ſo reſervd ? Am I 
guilty or an Indiſcretion, Madam? 

Love. Lou will be ot a great one, if you continue your 
\bitake, Sir. | 

Sir Fop. Something puts you out of Humour. 

Love. The moſt tooliſh inconſiderable Thing that ever 
dd. 

Sir Fop. Is it in my Power? 

Love. To hang or drown it; do one of em, and trouble 
me no more. 

Sir Fop. So fiere Serviteur, Madam — Medley ! where's 
Dorimant? | | 

Med. Methinks the Lady has not made you thoſe Ad- 
vances to- day ſhe did laſt Night, Sir Fopling —— 

Sir Fop. Prithee do not talk of her. 

Med. She would be a bonnè Fortune. 

Sir Fop. Not to me at preſent. 

Afed. How io? 8 | 1 

Sir Fop. An Intrigue now wou ut a Temptation 
to me . throw _ that Vigour on one which I mean 
thall ſhortly make my Court to the whole Sex ina Ballet. 

Med. Wiſely contider'd, Sir Fopling. | 
* Sir Fop. No one Woman is worth the loſs of a Cut in a 
aper. 

Med. Not when tis ſo univerſally deſign'd. _ 

L. Mood. Mr. Dorimant, every one has {poke ſo much 
in your Behalf, that I can no longer doubt but I was in the 
wrong. | 

— There's nothing but Falſhood and i mpertinence in 
this World! all Men are Villains or Fools; take Example 
trom my Mistortunes. Bellinda, if thou would ſt be happy, 
give thyſelt wholly up to Goodneſs. 

Har. [To Loveit.] Mr. Dorimant has been your God 
A'1nighry long enough, tis Time to think of another. 

Love. Jeer'd by her! I will lock myſelf up in my Houſe, 
ind never ſee the World again. | 
Har. A Nunnery is the more faſhionable Place for fuch a 
Retreat, and has been the fatal Coniequeuce of many a 
Belle Patlion. N 


Love. 
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Tove. Hold Heart till I get home; ſhould I anſwer, 
*rwould make her Triumph greater. [ Is going out, 

Dor. Your Hand, Sir Fopling _— 

Sir Fop. Shall I wait upou you, Madam? | 

Love. Legion of Fools, as many Devils take thee. 

| | [ Ex Love. 

Med. Dorimant! I pronouncethy Reputation clear 
and hencetorward when I would know anything of Wo- 
man, I will coniult no other Oracle. | 

Sir as Stark mad, by all that's handſom ! Dorimant, 
thou haſt engag'd me in a pretty Bulineſs. 

Dor. I have not Leiſure now to talk about it. 

O. Bell. Out a Piſe, what does this Man of Mode do 
here agen? 3 

L. Town. He'll be au excellent Entertainment within 
Brother, and is luckily come to raiſe the Mirth of the Com- 

7 
"_ Wood. Madam, I take my leave of you. 

L. Town. Whit do you mean, Madam? | 

L. Mood. To go this Afternoon Part of my Way to 
Hartly_— 

G. A- dod you ſhall ſtay and dine firſt! come we will 
all be good Friends, and you ſhall give Mr. Dorimant leave 
to wait upon you and your Daughter in the Country. 

L. Wood. If his Occations bring him that Way, I have 
now ſo good Opinion of him, he ſhall be welcome. 

Har. To a grcat rambling lone Houle, that looks as it 
were not inhabited, the Family's ſo imall; there you'll find 
my Mother, an old lame Aunt, and myſelf, Sir, perch'd 
pon Chairsat a diſtance in a large Parlour ; fitting moping 
— or four melancholy Birds in a ſpacious Volary.— 
Does not this ſtagger your Refolution? | 

Dor. Not at all, Madam: The firſt Time | faw you, you 
left me with the Pangs of Love upon me, and this Day my 
Soul has quite given up her Liberty. | 

Har. This is more diſinal than the Country. Emilia, 

ity me, who am going to that fad Place. Methinks I 
the hatetul Noiſe of Rooks already Ka . Ka w 
Kaw. There's Muſick in the worſt Cry in London; my 
Dill and Cucumbers to pickie, 2 
. Zell. 
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O. Bell. Siſter, knowing of this Matter, I u 
have provided us ſome Cheer. 3 

L. Town. | have, 2 KN too 

O. Bell. Let em ſtrike up t young Lady ſhall 
have a Dance before ſhe departs. 4h 1 
ter th . 
Sonow we'll in, and makes this an arrant Wedding-Day—- 
And if theſe honeſt Gentlemen rejoyce, [ To the Pitt. 
A-dod the Boy has made a happy Choic | 
| [Ex. Omnes. 


e. 


To Sir ForLinG FLUTTER. 


By Mr. Dryden. 


OST modern Wits ſuch monſtrous Fools have ſhewn. 
They ſeem d not of Heav'ns making, but their own. 
Thoſe nauſeous Harlequins in Farce may paſs, 
But there goes more to a ſubſtantial A % 
| Something of Man muſt be expos'd to View, 
That, Gallants, they may more reſemble you. 
Sir FoPLING is 4 Fool ſo nicely writ, 
The Ladies woa d miſtake him for a Mit. 
And when he ſings, talks loud, and cocks, wou'd cry, 
I vow, methinks, he's pretty Company; 
So brisk, ſo gay, ſo traveil d, ſorefin'd | 
As he took care to gvaff upon his Kind. 8 
True Fops help Nature Mbrl, and go to School. 
To file and finiſh God a mig hey Fool. 
Yet none Sir ForLixG him, or him can call; 
He's Knight o th Shire, and repreſents ye all. 
From each he meets, he cull; what e er he can. 
LeG610N's his Name, a People in a Man. 
His bulky Folly rather s as it goes, 
And, rolling o er you, like a Snow-ball grows. 


its 


EPILOGUE 
His various Modes from various Fathers follow ; 
One taught the Toſs, and one the nem French Mallow: 
| His Sword-knot, this, his Cravat, this deſigu'd, 

And this, the Yard long Snake he twirls behind. 

From one the ſacred Perriwig he gain d, 

Which Wind ne er blew, ner Touch of Hat profan' 
Another's diving Bow he did adore, | 
Which, with a Shog caſt all the Hair before; 
Jill he, with full Decorum, brings it back, 

And riſes with a Mater Spaniel Shake. 

Thoſe ſure he took from moſt of you who write, 

Yet every Man is ſafe from what he fear d. 

For no one Fool is hunted from the Herd. 


FINIS. 
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" "Trivia, or the Cf nag the tanita of Lende, 
The Rehearſal, by the Duke of —= 
by Mr. Addiſon. 


Vanbrugh. 


y Sir RichardSteele. 


Love'slaſt Shift, ortheFoolinPaſhion, 


She wou d, and ſhe wou'd not, | 1 
Non-juror, by Mr. Cibber. 
Love makes a Man, or the Fop's Fortune, 
The Amorous Widow, or the Wancon Wit, by Mr. Ber- 
King V Mr. Hill. 
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2 Rr IV. of France, Mr. Beckingham. 
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